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DEMONSTRATIONS 

A GREAT calm of expectancy filled the 
rambling old country-house, a calm 
that had been preceded by weeks of 
strenuous disquietude. It was now some days 
since the last workman had disappeared, and 
my mother's cousin, Gihevra Lothrop, and I 
walked slowly through the large, cool, low- 
ceiled rooms one flower-scented June after- 
noon looking in vain for an unfilled water- 
jug or a stray speck of dust. 

Behind us at a respectful distance, her 
capable black arms rolled in her blue-checked 
apron, dallied Chrysoprase, for twenty years 
as much a fixture in the family as the ma- 
hogany sideboard, and far more indispensable. 
We could hear her occasional ejaculation, 
"Lor', ain't it beautiful!'' 
The long white muslin curtains with their 
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crimped rufHes stirred gently in the light 
breeze, the sunlight flickered through the giant 
elm upon the old prints and portraits in the 
living-room, the brown painted floors and crex 
rugs added to the sense of coolness, and on 
the polished table in the square front hall 
stood a large glass bowl of pink roses. Cousin 
Ginevra, tall, slender, all in white, and fine 
to her finger-tips, smothered a sigh as we 
passed through the broad front doorway and 
out upon the spacious veranda that had re- 
cently been added to the homestead. 

"It's a big experiment, Peggy," she said. 
Most women would have added, "And one 
that I never expected to be obliged to make ; " 
but Cousin Ginevra never allowed anything 
like self-pity to creep into her consciousness. 
I could, however, feel the shrinking of her 
sensitive nature from the role she had essayed 
to play. Her brown eyes were ifiisty. We 
stood a few moments in silence, and then I 
heard her say under her breath, "Dear 
father ! " To me the half-uttered words were 
significant of the whole life-story of Ginevra 
LrOthrop. Ten years before she had put from 
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her the greatest earthly happiness, that she 
might not leave her father alone nor tear him 
from the home of his childhood, and what was 
more, she had never let him dream that it 
might have been otherwise. 

Uncle 'Lijah, as everybody called him, was 
a hardheaded, just, loving but undemonstrative 
man, respected by all the countryside. He 
had always lived sincerely and transparently, 
known of all men at his approximate value, 
and while he had little book learning and no 
culture, he was neither stupid nor vulgar. 
Grandma Bascom down in the village used to 
sum him up as " safe, sensible, an' sot." To 
Ginevra, who had no recollection of her 
mother, he had always been "dear father.'* 

My own presence on the porch that ideal 
June day was accounted for by the fact that 
the college vacation at the end of my junior 
year had found me stranded financially as 
one on the shore of a wide sea that must be 
traversed, with no sail in sight. I was alone 
in the world and with just enough income to 
support me comfortably, by the aid of a 
scholarship, during the semesters. My orie am- 
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bition was to graduate with honor, specialize 
in modern history, and secure a position to 
teach my favorite subject. 

I was not without invitations for long visits, 
which my pride would not allow me to accept; 
but as I was packing my trunk, and wondering 
anxiously just how I was to support myself un- 
til the last of September, a letter came from 
this second cousin. It stated that owing to a 
recent money loss that had somewhat crippled 
her father's income, she was intending to take 
a few summer boarders. Would I like to come 
and help her? 

" I know," she wrote, '* that you are deter- 
mined to earn your own living during the 
summer, so perhaps you may be happier here 
with us, even if it is a little trying. I should 
like to have you make an' occasional dessert, 
take charge of table and bed-linen, and see 
that there are fresh flowers every morning in 
the lower rooms and halls, also to fill in and 
help to make oiu- guests at home. Will you 
come ? " 

Would I ! I thought of the lovely old house, 
the delicious air, the palatable food, the dig- 
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nity of some pleasant responsibility, and, more 
than all, of the daily companionship of Cousin 
Ginevra, who was my ideal of gracious woman- 
hood. My reply had sped on the wings of 
the next mail, and I had followed soon. 

As we stood on the veranda we heard the 
rattle of wheels behind the turn of the road. 
It was a pretty turn, with thick edges of low- 
growing chamomile flowers, like a border in 
a garden bed, and wild grapevines clambering 
over the rough stone walls. Uncle 'Lijah had 
put on a collar and a black coat and taken 
the surrey to the railroad station, and we saw 
him now driving old Peter and Patrol toward 
the house. A smart nursemaid and a boy of 
eight shared the front seat, and we noticed on 
the back seat something very extraordinary 
that resolved itself into an enormous plumed 
hat entirely covered by a gray chiffon auto- 
mobile veil. A delicate little girl of six was 
disclosed to view as the owner of the hat 
alighted from the surrey. 

A moment later, Mrs. Worthington Wells 
and her children were receiving our kindly 
greetings. Mrs. Wells wore a simple, per- 
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fectly fitting gown of gray that proclaimed in 
every line an expensive tailor. She flashed a 
dazzling smile into our faces, and exclaimed 
effusively, " Such a beautiful drive ! " Then, 
, as we entered the hall, " Oh, how lovely ! I'm 
sure I've struck just the right place. It's really 
a wonderful demonstration, you know, as I had 
so many to select from. I am very sensitive 
to inharmony, very! But this has not one 
jarring note." 

Followed by the maid, Louise, and the chil- 
dren, I conducted Mrs. Wells to the two large 
east rooms that had been engaged by her on 
the second floor of the house. She stood in 
the middle of the front comer room and looked 
about. " Blue ! " she exclaimed. " Such a 
spiritual color! Those bachelors' buttons on 
the mantel are just too dear ! " and she smiled 
radiantly. " Oh, I know I'll be very happy 
here. I've just come to have a good visit with 
God. Louise, relieve me of this hat and veil, 
not that it is a burden or at all warm, but I 
want to get washed and cooled off. Oh, my 
dear," she said, turning to me, " I must ask 
you for a pitcher of fresh spring water; the 
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circular spoke especially of spring water, you 
know." 

I indicated on a little stand a glass pitcher 
that had been filled within half an hour. 
"But, dear," she said to me, still smiling, 
"there's ice in that, and you know that the 
most deadly germs lurk in ice. Not that they 
have any more power than we think they have, 
and I, of course, know that they have none, 
but the consensus of medical opinion still 
weighs heavily on us enlightened ones. You 
won't mind, dearie, will you? That's a love! " 
patting me on the back as if I were a St. Ber^ 
nard, and showing two rows of the most beau- 
tiful teeth. 

If I had been the St. Bernard I would have 
showed mine and growled a bit. I did mind 
very much going down to the pump in the 
woodshed, especially as Mrs. Wells remarked 
as I picked up the pitcher and emptied its con- 
tents out of the window upon a flower-bed 
for a geranium frappe, "Isn't it lovely how 
we can help one another ! * You in your small 
comer and I in mine,' you know. Louise, 
you really must fold that veil all over again. 
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Oh," as I was leaving the room, "here is a 
palm-leaf fan ! " 

I found Uncle 'Lijah draining the bright tin 
cup at the pump. 

" Wal, I do vow," he said with a twinkle 
in his eyes, " I'm at sea as to what I brought 
up from the station." 

" Mrs. Worthington Wells," I replied de- 
murely. 

" Yes, I guesso. She ain't dumb, Peggy." 

Just as I returned with the water the vil- 
lage express wagon rolled up to the gate with 
the trunks of the newcomers. " Now, isn't 
that beautiful," said Mrs. Wells, looking out 
of the window. " Such people are almost al- 
ways late. Often one does not get one's trunks 
until the next day, but I knew all the way up 
the hill that those trunks could not be late, 
that they must come right on behind me. All 
the while I was talking to that dear, quaint 
old man, I was knowing that ou;- trunks were 
behind us, and by the time we got here I had 
it all worked out, and here they are f " 

There were three enormous trunks and one 
small one, but at last the man, Abe Jarvis, 
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stood wiping his perspiring face on his blue 
shirt-sleeve, and breathing pretty hard beside 
the last trunk deposited safely in the 
rooms. 

" How much do I owe you, my good man? " 
asked Mrs. Wells. 

" Seventy-five cents," he responded 
promptly. 

" Seventy-five cents ! " she exclaimed. 
"What an outrageous price for a country 
place ! '' 

She tried to smile, but it did not harmonize 
with her look and tone. " Here's fifty," she 
said, holding out her hand. 

" Not on your life ! " said Jarvis, stepping 
back. " Ef you think, ma'am, that seventy- 
five cents is too much fer a man an' an old 
white boss an' a wagon fer bringin' a ton 
weight of truck up a two-mile hill in the hot 
sun on a summer artemoon like this, with a 
long pair of stairs tacked on at the end, allow 
me to present my services. Backs is backs 
an' legs is legs wherever you find 'em, down to 
York er up to Millriver. Yer kin put yer fifty 
cents inter the contribution box next Sunday." 
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He turned on his heel, and Mrs. Wells 
smiled painfully. She saw she had made a 
grievous mistake. " Here, here, my good 
man," she said hurriedly, " take your money. 
It is none too much. I'm not used to this 
part of the world, you know." 

Jarvis departed in the light of the smile, 
and as Louise had already taken the children 
out to see the chickens, Mrs. Wells asked me 
if I would assist her to lift out the trays and 
tmpack. This I was happy to do, for I dearly 
love pretty things — ^the more as I have so few 
of my own — and those trunks contained a 
wardrobe that would have sufficed for a 
fashionable resort rather than for a country 
farmhouse. The beds, the chairs, the table, 
were soon heaped with fine, beribboned 
lingerie, dainty slippers, silk hosiery, em- 
broidered and rufiled muslins, and delicate 
summer silks. 

Mrs. Wells seated herself in a low willow 
chair with the fan, and benignly directed my 
operations. As the work proceeded she grew 
confidential and told me that she and Mr. 
Wells had agreed to live apart. " We have so 
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little in common," she affinned. " I am so 
very spiritual, and he has such a fondness for 
the earthy and material." 

I looked at the quantity of earthly goods 
exhumed from the cavernous tnmks, and won- 
dered. 

" But how about the children ? " I inquired. 

"Oh, their father will be up to see them, 
for they all adore one another. Of course, 
we're not divorced. Fm really quite attached 
to Mr. Wells in my way, but we can't get on. 
You know the Bible says, 'What fellowship 
has light with darkness ? ' Now that box has 
my pictures and cards in it, and as soon as 
we've put away the clothes, we can hang up 
the things that really make the room home- 
like." 

Thanks to a. capacious dresser and large 
closet the piles of wearing apparel soon van- 
ished, and their owner despatched me for a 
hammer and tacks. I had never met any one 
before with so little consideration for other 
people. She had hardly stirred from her chair 
during the whole time. When she arrived at 
the house I had been dressed for the afternoon 
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in a fresh, pretty muslin gown, but the vigor- 
ous exercise had wilted it. 

Cousin Ginevra met me returning with the 
hammer. " Why, little girl," said she, " what 
are you doing?" 

" Mrs. Wells is unpacking and getting set- 
tled," I declared, my ill humor vanishing in- 
stantly. Was I not living up to my agreement 
and " filling in " ? 

When I re-entered the room, Mrs. Wells was 
standing with an idealized photograph of Mrs. 
Eddy in her two hands, and looking about for 
the best place to put it. '* Isn't this beatific?'* 
she said. " Do you know who it is ? " 

" I think nearly all the world knows that 
face now," I replied. 

She gazed adoringly at the picture in its sim- 
ple frame. " Yes," she went on, " it is our 
dear leader. She has suffered everything for 
darkened humanity. I owe everything I have 
and am to her." 

I felt a chill run down my spine. The words 
leaped to my lips, " But how about our Lord 
Jesus Christ?" 

She raised her big blue eyes to my face. 
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They were pretty eyes and absolutely childish 
in their ignorant trustfulness. ** Why, you see, 
He didn't live in our time." 

I thought it wise to keep still just then, and 
she continued, " I think the space between the 
two front windows will do for this. By the 
way, will Miss Lothrop object to some little 
tacks in the walls ? " 

" I'm sure not," I returned, " for she has 
taken all of her own pictures out of this room. 
I heard her say that people generally prefer 
their own or none." 

"Quite true," answered Mrs. Wells. "In 
the last rooms I had in town I really suffered 
over the large pictures on the wall. One was 
an engraving of a wild-boar hunt, and the 
other an oil painting of a dreadful castle on 
a crag done by my landlady's mother at board- 
ing-school sixty years ago. I tried to demon- 
strate over them for days, to prove that they 
weren't there, and then I spoke to my teacher 
about it and she said that the best demonstra- 
tion I could make was to ask my landlady to 
take them down." 

" Sensible woman ! " I agreed. 
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"You see/' continued Mrs. Wells confid- 
ingly, " I'm only a baby Scientist, and am just 
learning to work out my problems." 
, When the room was finally in order it looked 
really attractive. There were handSome carved 
ivory toilet articles on the dresser, and silver 
and cut-glass perfume bottles, and a large 
antique jewel-box that Mrs. Wells said she 
had won at the closing bridge tournament of 
the season. (She was evidently fond of 
jewels, for she wore handsome diamond, opal, 
and sapphire rings on each hand. ) There was 
a good-sized carbon photograph of " A Little 
Child Shall Lead Them" over the mantel, a 
cc^y of St. George and the dragon at the 
head of the bed, and on the side wall a lovely 
illuminated text, " Divine Love always has met 
and always will meet every human need." On 
a small stand by a window reposed a fine Ox- 
ford Bible and beside it the "Key" to un- 
lock its mysteries. One could hardly help 
wondering how the saints of all the ages had 
gotten on without that " Key," to say nothing 
of coming off victorious. On a shelf lay a 
stack of the latest fiction. 
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I'm an inveterate novel-reader," explained 
Mrs. Wells, "but Fm trying to demonstrate 
over it. I have promised myself that I will 
not look at a story of any sort any morn- 
ing until I have done my lesson in the 
Quarterly" 

" That is certainly a good idea," I replied, 
" for I think, with the average Christian, the 
morning paper or a new magazine is very apt 
to get the start of the Bible." 

Just then a terrific howling was heard on 
the stairs, and a very pale Louise entered, lead- 
ing Jacky, who was holding up a cut and badly 
bleeding finger. His small sister followed with 
tears rolling down her cheeks. 

" Jacky," said Mrs. Wells, kindly but firmly 
keeping him at arm's length, " God's little boy 
cannot get hurt ! " 

"But I am hurt!" roared the young ma- 
terialist. 

Cousin Ginevra had come hastily upon the 
scene, and had sent Louise to the kitchen for 
hot water, while I flew to the medicine closet 
for arnica and old linen. 

" No, dear son," declared Mrs. Wells, " you 
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are not injured. There is no life, truth, in- 
telligence nor substance in matter." 

My cousin restrained a motion that would 
involuntarily have gathered the little fellow, 
blood and all, into her arms. Louise ar- 
rived breathless with a pitcher of steaming 
water. 

" Now I want you all to go out," entreated 
Mrs. Wells, "for I cannot work against so 
much mortal mind thought. This is all the ef- 
fect of some malicious thought somewhere, 
probably my sister-in-law. Oh, no, thank you 
very much," she went on, waving aside the 
arnica bottle, " there is no power in any ma- 
terial thing. You may leave the linen, though, 
if you please. Now, Jacky," we heard her say 
as we left the room, " spirit can't hurt, and 
matter can't hurt, so what is there left to 
hurt?" 

" My finger ! " screamed Jacky. 

I met Cousin Ginevra's eyes for a second, 
as we closed the door behind us. There was 
an odd expression in them. We sat down in 
the front hall, which was a sort of sitting- 
room, and picked up our crocheting. Jacky's 
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-noise suddenly subsided. It was evident that 
the hot water, by washing away the blood, had 
subdued his terror, for he was really not much 
hurt. 

"There now, my son," came Mrs. Wells' 
voice, loud and calm, through the door, " we 
will wrap this piece of clean linen around the 
cut, and you may sit down while mother reads 
to you from the Book Wonderful. Never 
mind if the finger still seems to blieed a little. 
Don't look at it nor think about it, that's a 
good son ! " 

She came and opened the door, saying, " It's 
so much cooler with it open." 

"Read me out of my soldier book," de- 
manded the patient, still sniffling and self- 
conscious. 

" Not now, son. My object is to stop the 
supposed flow of blood from the supposed in- 
jury." 

Jacky wriggled uncomfortably, and his 
mother read with much emphasis : " * The Old 
Testament assigns to the angels, God's divine 
messengers, different offices. Michael's char- 
acteristic is spiritual strength. He leads the 
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host of heaven against the power of Sin, 
Satan, and fights the holy wars. 

" * Gabriel has the more quiet task of im- 
parting a sense of the ever-presence of minis- 
tering Love. These angels deliver us from 
the depths. Truth and Love come nearer in 
the hour of woe ' ( Jacky Wells, put down that 
Puck this minute, you bad little boy!), 'when 
strong faith or spiritual strength wrestles and 
prevails through the understanding of God. 
The Gabriel of His presence has no contests. 

" ' To infinite, ever-present Love all is Love, 
and there is no error ' (Now, look what youVe 
gone and done ! Haven't I told you a thousand 
times to let my powder-box alone ? Now I've 
lost my place!), 'there is no error, no sin, 
sickness or death. Against Love the dragon 
warreth not long, for he is killed by the divine 
Principle. Truth and Love prevail against the 
dragon because the dragon cannot war with 
them. Thus endeth the conflict between the 
flesh and the spirit.' 

" Jacky, if I wasn't in Science I'd Vant to 
box your ears, but as it is, I am perfectly pa- 
tient and loving, even though you have un- 
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screwed my fountain-pen. I don't see how 
you could manage to do so many things in five 
minutes with that dreadful hurt on your 
finger. We will see if we need to continue 
our reading. Something tells me that the 
work is done. Yes/' she added triumphantly, 
" the finger has ceased bleeding. Now, I call 
that a remarkable demonstration. We will put 
a little court-plaster on the place to keep it 
clean, and then you may go down and play. 
I will write to my teacher that I have taken 
another step upward." 
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GUIDES 

IT had been arranged that I was to go down 
to meet the seven o'clock train that even- 
ing, as our next guest, Mrs. Alloan, had 
written that she would arrive at that time. 
She would -wear a purple ribbon that she might 
be readily distinguished in the throng. (There 
were usually from one to five people alighting 
from that particular train, or any other, at 
our humble Millriver station.) 

All the way down the hill I was thinking 
about Mrs. Wells and her religion. For two 
or three years there had been something about 
Christian Science that appealed to me. It 
seemed to me a reasonable belief that an all- 
loving, almighty, ever-present God should heal 
all the ills, physical and spiritual, of His chil- 
dren. But suffering has been a powerful fac- 
tor in the evolution of saints. Even "the 

26 
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Captain of our salvation " had been made per- 
fect through suffering. Mrs. Wells did not 
strike a true, sincere note to my spirit's ear, and 
there was an element of the absurd in all she 
said and did. I longed for a talk with Cousin 
Ginevra, who was to my mind nearly perfect 
in her womanly character, and yet so thor- 
oughly human, with her keen sense of humor, 
that a girl could feel entirely at ease with 
her. 

My meditations were cut abruptly short by 
the toot of the train whistle around the curve, 
and I clucked to old Patrol and slapped the 
lines on his sedate back, for I was not much 
of a horsewoman. With my eyes fresh from 
the well-groomed, made-to-order, blonde port- 
liness of Mrs. Wells, I was startled when I 
found myself face to face on the platform 
with the purple ribbon which was attached 
to a passe shirt-waist worn by a small, pale, 
rather dishevelled woman. Her eyes were not 
bold, but dusky and peering, and rendered 
more noticeable by a pair of thick lenses. 

'' Is this Mrs. Alloan ? " I inquired. 

" Yes," she returned solemnly, as I took a 
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large hold-all from her hand, "this is Mrs. 
Muriel McCreagh Alloari." 

I cannot convey the modulations of her voice 
as she repeated her name. It began piano, 
and swelled in a gentle crescendo up to the 
last syllable, which was like the soimd of au- 
tumn wind in the chimney. A stringy dark 
blue veil cltmg to her hat like a leafless vine to 
a trellis, and drooping wisps of hair hung be- 
hind her ears and over her wilted collar. She 
wore gray cotton gloves, and Oxford ties much 
run down at the heels. 

I had come in the top-buggy, so suggested 
that I give her trunk check to the expressman. 
" No/' she objected, " I haven't brought a 
trunk, only that hold-all and my suit-case." 

" Then we can take the suit-case right along 
with us," I replied, "and leave the hold-all 
for the hired man when he brings down the 
milk to the creamery later." 

" Very well," she agreed pleasantly, taking 
her seat in the buggy. We were well under 
way when she became suddenly flustered, and 
exclaimed, "There! If I haven't lost my 
pocket-book ! " 
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" Oh, dear, I hope not ! " I replied, hauling 
up Patrol, who expressed his indignant sur- 
prise by a neigh of expostulation. 

" Yes, it's gone,'* she fidgeted, staring dis- 
tractedly, and poking about the comers of the 
buggy and around our feet. " It's surely gone 1 
I must have left it on the train." 

" Then we'll drive right back to the station 
and wire to Wolcott, the next stop. Perhaps 
the conductor will have found it." 

" Yes, yes," she said in pitiful agitation, 
" please go back." 

We retraced our steps, and I sent the 
despatch and returned to the buggy, and we 
made a second start. She seemed greatly de- 
pressed, but abruptly made a vigorous clutch 
at her skirt. 

" Oh, I haven't lost it after all," she cried. 
" You see it's the first time,'* and she lowered 
her voice sepulchrally, " that I've ever had a 
pocket in my petticoat, and I forgot about it." 

We proceeded on our uphill journey. It did 
not strike me that I had fotmd in Mrs. Alloan 
one of my soul's kindred. In fact, I nearly 
forgot her presence for a few moments. The 
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cool summer dusk was sweet with brook-mint, 
the stars were coming out, and the frogs were 
chanting in the meadow swamps. 

" No, I didn't bring much baggage," Mrs, 
Alloan announced so suddenly that I jumped. 
" You see I've come for a complete rest. My 
guides ordered it." 

Your guides?" I repeated. 
Yes, my child. You could not know, of 
course, that I am a medium — ^a very powerful 
medium." 

I wish I might produce with my pen the 
blood-curdling tone in which she spoke. I 
was dumb. 

" Yes, I'm all wore out. The people keep 
me on the strain night and day, and Big Bear, 
that's my Indian, said that I must go to the 
hills for an entire rest. I've been getting mar- 
vellous results, but it's very wearing on the 
fleshly instrument — ^very. I nearly passed out 
last week." 

" Pardon me," I inquired, " for I am en- 
tirely Ignorant of such things; but if you 
have these powers why could you not tell 
about your pocket-book?" 
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" Oh, my child, we psychics never can do 
anything for ourselves — ^never anything for 
ourselves. It is all for others/' 

I wondered what Uncle 'Lijah would say, 
for he had so little patience with anything out 
of the normal. " It will be better," I said 
kindly, " if you do not talk about these beliefs 
up at the house. My uncle would not be 
pleased." 

" Yes, I must keep quiet, or I will not get 
rested for my fall work. Big Bear is even now 
telling me that I have said too much.*' 

" My goodness ! " I thought, " is the woman 
a lunatic?" 

" Big Bear is climbing the hill with me, my 
dear, his knapsack on his back. He will never 
leave me. My husband forsook me on that 
accoimt. He said he hadn't any use for dead 
Indians. He got a divorce and is married 
again to one of the earthy sort." 

Just then we reached the front gate. Uncle 
Xijah and Cousin Ginevra left their porch 
chairs and came forward. Mrs. Wells loomed 
large and white in the twilight, and the hall 
lamplight glinted on the diamond brooch at 
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her throat. I introduced my worn and travel- 
stained little charge to all, smiling inwardly at 
the impossibility of presenting Big Bear also. 
A look of mutual pity passed between Mrs. 
Wells and Mrs. Alloan. " Not my sort/' was 
written large on each face. 

Mrs. Alloan had engaged one of the least 
expensive rooms in the wing over the dining- 
room, and it happened to be next to mine. 
As I conducted her into it, she stopped and 
said, " Yes, it is just as I saw it, the design 
of the wall-paper, the rocking-chair with the 
green cushion, even the stand-cover." 

I told her that as it was so late I would 
bring up a tray with her supper, and she 
thanked me kindly. As I turned to leave the 
room she rolled her eyes upward and said 
dramatically, "Young woman, you have a 
great future. There is a crown over your 
head ! ^ I wanted to tell her that I hoped it 
would not drop too suddenly, but held my 
peace and went after the tray. 

Later in the evening, when the house was 
still, I crept up the garret stairs to my cousin's 
room. She had given up her own accustomed 
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place, and had consigned herself to the attic 
But Cousin Ginevra's attic was unlike any 
other that I have ever seen. Dust and cob- 
webs could never stay under the same roof 
with her. Old clothes, newspapers, and brc^en 
furniture were never allowed to accumulate. 
The rafters were high and the gable windows 
wide, so that the large storeroom at the east 
end did not make an undesirable sleeping-room 
in the summer with its white enamelled furni- 
ture, dainty curtains, and li^^t green matting. 
I saw the candlelight around the edges of the 
door, and heard the soft notes of the guitar 
that was Cousin Ginevra's intimate companion. 
I ventured to knock. " It's I — Peggy." 

" Come right in, Peggy," she invited. 

I found her in her trailing, pale lavender 
kimono, with her beautiful brown hair stream- 
ing over her shoulders. She smiled under- 
standingly, blew out the candles on the dresser,' 
and pulled up the window-shade to let the 
moonlight flood the room. Then she motioned 
me to the armchair, and threw herself on the 
bed. 

" Well 1 " she said pleasantly. 
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" Well ! " I repeated. It was only our way 
of sa)ring, " What do you think of it all ? " 

" It looks as if the Owls' Nest were turning 
into an exhibition of curios," laughed Cousin 
Ginevra. ** What did you make out of Mrs. 
AUoan?" 

"She is evidently a Spiritualist/' said I, 
" but quite harmless," and I told of our drive 
home and the extra invisible boarder. 

" And what do you think of Mrs. Wells ? " I 
asked. 

"Peggy, darling, it looks to me as if she 
had been a very worldly woman, and is just 
beginning to realize faintly that there is some- 
thing better. As she says, she's a baby yet. 
So we all are. One mustn't smile at other 
people's attempts at flight when one's own 
wings are weak. Mrs. Wells does not seem to 
me to have * experienced religion,' as my 
mother used to say, but she thinks she is sin- 



cere." 



" But what about * Science and Health ' ? " I 
persisted. 

" Peggy, what did Thomas say to Jesus of 
Nazareth after the resurrection?" 
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" ' My Lord and my God ! '" I answered 
softly. 

"Did Jesus reprove him?" 

" Why, no; but He gave us a new beatitude, 
' Blessed are they that have not seen and yet 
have believed.' " 

" Well, ' Science and Health ' contains much 
that is beautiful and true and helpful, which is 
all in our Bible. It also presents much that is 
chimerical, absurd, impractical. But we have 
only to ask what is its relation to Jesus Christ? 
Does it say with Thomas, ' My Lord and my 
God ! ' to the risen Saviour ? What does it 
do with Jesus after separating Him from the 
Christ, and resolving the latter into an idea? 
Why, Peggy, Jesus is my Friend, a real Per- 
son, more to me than all other friends put to- 
gether. He loves me personally, calls me by 
name. He has gone to prepare a place for 
me. He is revealed to me by the Holy Spirit, 
whom Mrs. Eddy claims to have discovered 
and founded, since she declares that Christian 
Science is the Comforter whom Jesus promised 
that the Father would send." 

"But don't you think that is a beautiful 
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motto on Mrs. Wells' wall?" I ventured. 
" * Divine Love always has met and always 
will meet every himian need.' " 

"Do you not believe that David achieved 
quite as much beauty and truth when he wrote, 
'The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not 
want ' ? " 

"Why, yes," said I, bidding her an affec- 
tionate good-night. 

Mrs. EUery Pansell, our next arrival, created 
a genuine sensation the following afternoon as 
she walked up the path from the gate. Even 
Flossy Wells stopped in the midst of her sand- 
pile play beside the road and stood gazing with 
large, round eyes and uplifted shovel, while 
a subdued " Gee ! " from the cherry-tree 
showed the proximity of the irrepressible 
Jacky. 

Mrs. Alloan had just made her first appear- 
ance on the piazza. In the same costume in 
which she arrived, plus a generous spot of ink 
on her sleeve, she presented a painful contrast 
to Mrs. Wells in her dainty pink organdie 
with rose coral ornaments. The latter paused 
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in her embroidery, with her needle, like 
Flossy's shovel, poised in the air. 

Mrs. Pansell had a willowy figure and a 
face like a Madonna. Her hair was parted 
in the middle and drawn back loosely over 
each ear. She wore a little dark blue bonnet 
with a veil of the same becoming color, a long 
flowing mantle of dark blue doth with an im- 
maculate white turnover collar, a skirt to 
match with a medium train, atid suede shoes, 
also of dark blue, with patent leather vamps. 
She came forward with an air of conscious 
dignity, pathos, and importance. She did not 
smile at all, but her voice was honey-sweet as 
she returned my cousin's greeting. Her large 
gray eyes had a sad, far-away look. 

She was soon ensconced in the gray room 
across from Mrs. Wells'. I saw that she had 
everything she needed, and was turning away 
when she remarked, drawing her dark blue silk 
gloves from her shapely hands, " This is surely 
the abode of peace, a haven for the weary 
pilgrim. I have been on a long journey to the 
Rose of the World." 

I wished her a good rest, and hurried down 
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to find my cousin, who was in the milkroom 
icing a chocolate layer cake. I dropped into a 
chair and buried my face in my hands. 

" Who is she, what is she? '' queried Cousin 
Ginevra. *' A sister of some religious order? " 

" Don't ask me, dearest, for my poor brain 
is beginning to swim. I imagined I heard 
rappings on my wall last night. Wouldn't it 
seem refreshing to get a plain, ordinary hu- 
man Being for a boarder?" 

" Yes," she agreed, giving me the bowl to 
scrape as if I were a five-year-old, "we will 
hope that the four people who are yet to come 
will be as delightfully ordinary as barn swal- 
lows." 

Chrysoprase was in the room with us, skim- 
ming some cream for her delectable tea- 
biscuits. We were obliged to call her Chryssy 
for short, but the fact that an old colored 
preacher had baptized her in infancy and named 
her after one of the foundations of the New 
Jerusalem had always invested her, in her own 
mind at least, with unusual authority as to 
sound doctrine. She demanded that her whole 
name should be used on Stmdays, and paid no 
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attention to any request on that day until it 
was prefaced by the mystical and high-sound- 
ing cognomen. 

'* Mis' G'nevry, chile," she now broke in, 
" what yer tink ! Dis yer Mis' Flimmery 
Flimimery in de blue room tol' me dis mawnin' 
when I war clarin' up her room — she tol' me 
dat dere ain' no sech ting as sin nowhar's. I 
. sez, * Beggin' yer pardon, my lady, my Bible 
sez that de Lawd Jesus Christ come inter dis 
yere worl' to save sinners. Do yer s'pose fer 
one minit dat He come fer nuflfin'? Did He 
make a mistake an' 'pear in de wrong worl', 
'stead of gwine to Jupiter or Mars or sum other 
plannit? No, we needed Him de wust way, 
an' fer my part, I'se mighty glad He found 



me.' 
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Of course,' she sez, 'dere's de belief in 
sin, but dat is all de sin dere is. De minit you 
stop believin' in sin, it don' exist no moah fer 
us,' she sez. 

" ' Wal, ef thet ain' a nice, new, fash'nable 
way of gettin' a clean heart! ' sez I. ' I 'mem- 
ber when, I was under conviction, an' my sins 
was weighin' down onto me, like 's if dey'd 
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sink me deeper'n de deepest oshun, an' I cried 
an' cried, " God be merciful to me a sinner," 
all one day an' one night. Does you s'pose ef 
you'd hev been dar an' sed, " Chrysoprase 
Azalia Williams, jest you tink hard dat you 
nebber hev tol' no lies, nor stole Mis' Willises' 
silver thimble, nor sed nuffin' against nobody, 
nor held onto grudges an' all the rest," would it 
hev spoken peace to my soul when thar wam't 
no peace? No, Mis' Wells,' sez I, 'while I 
was cry in' an' pray in' I got a glimpse of Jesus 
Christ bearin' all my sins in His own body on 
de tree, an' setting me free. I began to sing, 
the best I could fer weepin', " My sins are 
washed away in de blood of de Lam'. Glory 
to de Lam'!" I'se hed my down-settin's an* 
uprisin's all dese y'ars, Mis' Wells, but praise 
de Lawd, de way grows brighter ev'ry day.' " 

*' Well, what did she say, Chryssy? " asked 
Cousin Ginevra. 

" Mis' G'nevry, she sez, * My good woman, it 
is evident you are not ready for Science.' " 
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VIBRATIONS 

« 

IT was cool and bright the next morning, 
and as I had to drive to meet Miss Tomes 
I invited the children and their mother to 
go, too, my special reason being to give Louise 
an hour to herself, as she had the entire care 
of Jacky and Flossy. 

As I left my room attired for the drive, 
Mrs. AUoan came softly out from her door, 
and beckoned to me mysteriously, a finger of 
her left hand on her lips. I went up to her 
with the eerie feeling she always inspired in 
me, and she whispered loudly, " What do you 
think of Mrs. Wells?'' 

"She is a very pleasant lady," I replied 
safely. 

" Oh, my dear young lady, she lacks spiritu- 
ality. She's simply buried in the things of 
this earth. I'd like to give her one of my 

41 
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leaflets. Big Bear says that she will soon pass 
out. The crown is shining this minute over 
your head ! " 

I thought it might be a martyr's crown be- 
fore the summer was over, and ran downstairs 
to find the youngsters engaged in a lively quar- 
rel as to which should sit on the front seat and 
drive. Flossy had just taken a good grip on 
Jacky's hair when Mrs. Wells bore down on 
the pair like a white steam yacht. 

" * Little children, love one another,' " she 
quoted, smiling exuberantly. 

Flossy gave a vicious tug at her brother's 
stubby locks, and he knocked off her beflowered 
hat and called her a pig. 

'* My darlings ! " exclaimed Mrs. Wells, 
" this is all error. If you don't kiss each other 
at once you can neither of you go to the vil- 
lage." 

Then as they still stood glowering at one 
another, she continued to me, " Come, Miss 
Baker, we shall have to leave them." 

She moved forward, looking over her shoul- 
der, and I saw Jacky and Flossy exchange a 
perfunctory peck on the cheek. 
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"There are my angel children!" beamed 
their mother, stepping laboriously into the 
surrey. 

In that instant, while her expansive back was 
turned, Jacky gave his sister a horrible 
pinch, and she made a malicious grimace at 
him. 

" I knew that love must prevail," declared 
their mother blandly, readjusting a hat-pin. 
" Now, Miss Baker, which one is to help 
drive?" 

" Flossy can sit beside me going down, and 
both of them coming back, but of course Jacky 
will hold the lines on the return trip." 

I gave Flossy the end of the reins, while 
keeping a firm hold myself. 

" Don't you see, my dear Miss Baker, what 
a practical religion Christian Science is? I 
simply declared love for these little ones, and 
here they are with their little hearts all filled 
with it. Is it not so, son ? " putting an arm 
around Master Jacky, who sat in a sullen heap 
meditating revenge for his smarting scalp. 

" Oh, get out ! " he pouted. 

Mrs. Wells sighed. "There is absolutely 
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no place for anger," she murmured. "Love 
fills all space." 

A little later she leaned forward to me. 
" Miss Baker," she asserted, " I make it a point 
never to criticise my neighbors, but will you 
tell me what you think of Mrs. Alloan, who 
seems like a most imtidy and peculiar per- 



son. 



« 



I know little of her," I replied. " She has 
had a nervous breakdown and is here for a 
rest." 

" She certainly needs Science. I must loan 
her a copy of the Sentinel. And who is the 
Madonna-like person in blue?" 

" That I cannot tell you, Mrs. Wells. Mrs. 
Pansell took supper and breakfast in her own 
room. Says she has lately come from Syria 
and is very tired." 

"Oh, if people would only learn the secret 
of rest ! " sighed my companion. " Now, I 
never allow myself to get tired." 

"If some people did not get tired, there 
would not be much of the world's work done," 
I answered, thinking how easy it was to sit 
and read or embroider all day and keep one's 
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hands like white rose-leaves, soft and scented. 

As I saw the trim figure of Miss Tomes step 
from the train, I sighed with relief. Here at 
least was no faddist, but a fine-looking, clear- 
eyed woman of thirty, tall and well-propor- 
tioned, attired in a plain tailored suit and a 
simple but stylish hat. Mrs. Wells had walked 
over to the village store with the children, who 
had already emptied a two-pound box of 
sweets they had brought from the city. I at- 
tended to the trunk and hat-box of our latest 
guest, who sat in the surrey and waited pa- 
tiently for our return. 

The children came back each with a bag of 
candies of a rather questionable character. I 
put one child on each side of me, and after 
Peter had been faced in the right direction, 
allowed Jacky to take the lines, while I kept 
my right hand in readiness to steer clear of the 
gullies beside the narrow road. The hill was 
steep, and Peter was a steady old animal not 
given to self-assertion. Flossy was so ab- 
sorbed in her candy that she seemed to have 
lost all desire to drive, so there was peace be- 
tween the late belligerents. 
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"Your village has a pleasant name," ob- 
served Miss Tomes, after we were well on our 
way. " Millriver. There's a deep significance 
in names, far deeper than most people dream." 

My heart sank, and I wondered what was 
coming next. My eyes happened to rest on 
Flossy, and I was aware that she was eating 
too much candy. She had consumed several 
cocoanut cakes since we left the station. 

" Pardon me, Mrs. Wells," I ventured, " but 
the candies at the store are not the best in the 
market. Aren't you afraid that the children 
may eat too freely of them ? " 

'* Afraid ! " replied their mother hotly. 
*' My dear girl, I know no such word as fear. 
The Bible is full of fear-nots, and our text- 
book declares that ' fear creates the image of 
disease.' Has candy intelligence, power, or 
substance? Can the stomach reason? My 
children are being brought up to know nothing 
of disease and nothing of diet." 

By this time poor little Flossy was looking 
very white around the mouth, and leaning her 
head against my arm. 

" Excuse me," I replied to Mrs. Wells, '* I 
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had no wish to interfere, but I thought per- 
haps you did not realize how much of the sweet 
stuff she was consuming." 

" Take it," said Flossy to her mother, hold- 
ing the bag backward, but without moving her 
head. 

*'Now, just see. Miss Baker, what your 
fearful and material thoughts have done! 
Thoughts are things, you know.'* 

" So there are things?'* I asked innocently, 
with a dash of concealed wickedness. 

" Why, certainly,*' she answered, " but they 
are only the impalpable, invisible things. That 
tree in the field yonder is not the real tree. It 
is only the shadow of the real. What is real 
is spiritual and made by God. He never made 
a visible tree, for Spirit could not make mat- 
ter to war upon itself." 

" Oh ! " I responded densely, and I could 
see out of the corner of my eye that the brow 
of Miss Tomes had contracted into three little 
speculative grooves. 

" Oh, Fm so sick ! " wailed Flossy, leaning 
more heavily against me. Naturally I started 
to put an arm around the child. 
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" No, Miss Baker," said Mrs. Wells sharply, 
"Flossy knows that we never cuddle a false 
belief. I will work for her." 

We were nearly at the top of the hill. Mrs. 
Wells fixed her eyes on distant Pine Mountain. 
Miss Tomes' lips were moving, and I could 
hear her say, " Six and three, and one and one 
and seven equal eighteen." Then aloud, 
"Jacky, what is sister's birthday?" 

" I dunno." 

" It is the twenty-fifth of July," said Mrs. 
Wells, not moving her eyes. 

" Never mind the month," said Miss Tomes. 
"The child has a terrible cross-vibration be- 
tween her name and her birth, a vibration 
that indicates nervous indigestion all through 
Ufe." 

You don't say so ! " exclaimed Mrs. Wells. 
Yes, it is only too true ! " affirmed Miss 
Tomes. 

" But her real name is Florence." 

" That amounts to the same thing," declared 
the oracle. " Birth numbers vibrate intensely, 
and so does each letter in our names, and if the 
two are not in harmony with each other, all 
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sorts of ills result. I would advise you to 
change her name at once." 

"But there can be no power in a name/' 
said Mrs. Wells. 

" Indeed there is ! " asserted Miss Tomes 
warmly. "If you have no objection, I will 
. prove the immediate effect of a change." 

" Well, you can call her what you like," con- 
ceded Mrs. Wells, " I will continue to work in 
Science." 

"And I will think of her as Pearl," said 
Miss Totties with enthusiasm, "dear little 
Pearl." 

Flossy now began to cry. " I want to go 
home! " she wailed pitifully. I took the lines 
from Jacky at the top of the hill, and hurried 
Peter along to the house. Louise, waiting at 
the gate, lifted the white, drooping little lassie 
out from the surrey. 

" Now, Louise," called Mrs. Wells after the 
retreating maid, " remember, and not sympa- 
thize with error. Go and lay Flossy " 

" Pearl, you mean," interpolated Miss 
Tomes. 

"Upon the bed," continued Mrs. Wells, 
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** and I will sit down here in the air and work 
for her every minute/' 

In less than an hour Flossy appeared upon 
the piazza, still a trifle pale but quite happy. 
The poor little outraged stomach had taken its 
own method of dealing with the case. Miss 
Tomes and Mrs. Wells looked at each other 
' triumphantly from their porch-chairs. 

" A wonderful demonstration ! '* Mrs. Wells 
announced. 

" I knew that name would work ! " declared 
Miss Tomes. 

A few more days found our number of 
boarders complete, and I can never forget the 
first dinner at which they all sat down together. 
In fact, at its close my cousin had most posi- 
tively to request that thereafter, at the table, 
the conversation be kept along general lines, 
which was the only way to keep those people 
imder the same roof for a week. Uncle Tijah 
carved at one end of the table that memorable 
noon. Cousin Ginevra presided at the other and 
served the vegetables, while I sat in the middle 
at one side and dished the rhubarb sauce. 
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A bride and groom, and an aggressive, talk- 
ative, self-sufficient middle-aged lady from 
New York, Mrs. Mortimer, had been added 
to our oddly assorted family. The bride and 
groom, were by no means in the heyday of 
youth, and surely had not been attracted to 
each other by good looks. He was a tall, 
blond, angular man, with a smooth face, 
slightly stooping shoulders, and near-sighted, 
spectacled eyes. His wife called him *' Pro- 
fessor," though of what they were both reticent. 
She was a small, thin, drab woman, hair, eyes, 
and skin all in an indeterminate monochrome, 
and she dressed with no regard to modes. 
They had a way of holding hands and gazing 
into each other's eyes that was most embar- 
rassing to outsiders. 

" You see," she had announced confidentially 
to the group of ladies on the piazza about an 
hour after her arrival, " the Professor and I 
were old lovers, centuries ago, you know, and 
we have just found each other in this dip into 
matter. I do not mind telling you that we 
were Hero and Leander, only at that time he 
was Hero and I was Leander. The minute 
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we met at a Fellowship Meeting in Washing- 
ton, D. C, we knew each other on the spot. 
He could see a flaming lamp, and I could hear 
the sound of the Hellespont in my ears. We 
came together like the magnet and the steel." 

Mrs. Mortimer had a stately and imperious 
bearing, and a regal way of wearing her 
clothes. She had but just arrived that noon 
when the first dinner of the combined family 
took place. Uncle 'Lijah was feeling much out 
of his element, and he carved the roast 
austerely. The opening remarks were of the 
most casual order imtil Mrs. Wells, looking up 
from a well-filled plate whose contents she was 
appropriajting with keen zest, remarked to the 
Professor's wife, 

" Mrs. Viviani, don't you take any meat at 
aU?" 

" Oh, no, no, never ! " 

"Well, I believe that God gave us richly 
all things to enjoy," she replied, helping her- 
self liberally to caper-sauce. " Before I came 
into Science I used to fuss a lot over my food. 
One specialist told me that I must not eat the 
yolk of an egg, another said to eat the yolk 
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but never to touch the white, so between the 
two there was no egg at all for me. Another 
doctor said n6 sweets, and the next declared 
that acids were most injurious, and the last 
objected to milk and meat, so at last I got 
down to spinach and nearly starved to death. 
Then I got into Science and foimd I could 
have every blessed thing I wanted, and never 
have to think whether it is good for me or 
not, for God makes nothing bad." 

" But cooks sometimes do," suggested Miss 
Tomes. 

" Guess yer got a pretty good stummick, 
ain't yer? " asked Uncle 'Lijah of Mrs. Wells. 

" Yes, but I didn't have before I came into 
Science. I had a terrible case of indigestion." 

" May I ask your name and birthday ? " in- 
quired Miss Tomes eagerly. " Not the year, 
you know, just the day of the month." 

" Marcella,— on the tenth," replied Mrs. 
Wells, "but that couldn't have had an)rthing 
to do with it, for I have not altered my name 



ever." 



Miss Tomes was doing a sum with a fork- 
tine on the tablecloth and shaking her head 
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gravely. " Yes, and you had trouble enough,'* 
she went on, "but within a short time you 
have come into a better letter in your name." 

Mrs. Wells gave an incredulous shrug of her 
shoulders, and just then Uncle 'Lijah said to 
the Professor, " So you don't ever eat meat? 
How can you do any work ? " 

" Oh, as the system gets used to doing with- 
out flesh food," answered the Professor, " the 
spiritual sight becomes clearer, and one shrinks 
from the former diet." 

" You see we cannot bear to think of eat- 
ing our younger brothers," shivered his wife. 

" Your what? " demanded Uncle 'Lijah, lay- 
ing down his knife and fork and looking over 
his glasses. Cousin Ginevra sent him a plead- 
ing look, but it was lost in transit. 

"Our younger brothers," repeated Mrs. 
Viviani. 

"You needn't tell me," resented my uncle 
vigorously, " that I am any relation to a sheep 
or a pig." 

" Perhaps it is better not to try to explain 
at this juncture," remarked the Professor 
sadly. 
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" I tak« it to be all summed up in * Love to 
every living thing/ '' chimed in Mrs. Pan- 
sell's sweet voice. She had also refused the 
mutton. 

"Air you a furriner ? " queried Uncle 'Lijah, 
turning toward her. 

" No/' she said calmly, " I'm a Pilgrim/' 

"Then you've been to furrin parts?" he 
went on. 

" Oh, yes," she said suavely, " I've started on 
my five years of consecration." 

" Ben't you married "} " 

" I was married/' she admitted, and a 
shadow flitted across her face, " but my hus- 
band and I, having looked upon the face of the 
Most Blessed Abdul-Baha, felt that we must 
surrender our selfish happiness to the service 
of the Prophet." 

"Don't you know of Mrs. Eddy?" asked 
Mrs. Wells. 

" I think I may have heard her name men- 
tioned," said Mrs. Pansell politely. 

" Well, why people should think they must 
travel to the ends of the earth to see this 
Babdul-Ahah or whoever he is, when they have 
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something so much better right at home in 
Mrs. Eddy and her writings, quite passes my 
comprehension." 

Mrs. Pansell flushed and was about to reply, 
when I broke in desperately with an inane re- 
mark about the peach crop. Nobody noticed 
this frantic waving of the olive branch, and 
Mrs. Pansell, leaning forward, proceeded, "If 
you had ever had a glimpse of the truth, Mrs. 
Wells, you could not make such a sacrilegious 
remark." 

" And if you " — Mrs. Wells paused an in- 
stant to adjust her smile-^" if you, Mrs. Pan- 
sell, had ever read the wonderful life of Mary 
Baker Eddy, or her still more wonderful Book, 
you would know that earth has received its final 
revelation." 

Miss Tomes, who had been fairly gasping 
for a chance to speak, now raised her voice. 
"The fact is, friends, concord is what this 
world needs, harmonious vibration. All is 
vibration; sound, color, life itself, all, all, noth- 
ing but vibration. We would not need these 
different systems of religion if names and 
births made * one grand, sweet song.' My dear 
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sir," she continued, turning to Uncle 'Lijah, 
" will you kindly tell me your first name? " 

" My name is Elijah," he replied, in a tone 
that resembled a grunt. 

" And your birthday, please," she pleaded. 

" I was bom on the twenty- fourth," said he. 
"What of it?" 

" A great deal of it," said Miss Tomes, her 
eyes sparkling, like an entomologist with a new 
bug. "You were naturally a very literary 
person, and would have been a distinguished 
writer of current fiction, but your name has 
always hindered you from full expression 
of your powers. You married very young, 
and lost your wife only a few years after. 
You have had disappointments and loss 
of money, and a tendency always to bronchial 
and heart trouble. Your name should be 
changed at once, so that during your remain- 
ing years you may take your own geometrical 
place in the universe. You should wear a light 
yellow neck-tie and a ruby stickpin. Your 
name should be CoUo." 

" Collo, fiddlesticks ! " said my uncle in an 
irate tone. " I've been Elijah Lothrop for the 
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last seventy years, an' I ain't seen more'n my 
share of trouble which the good Lord has 
brought me through all right so fur, an' I ain't 
goin' to take no fool dog's name like that in my 
last days, young woman." 

There was an awful hush broken only by 
Mrs. AUoan's melancholy voice, " Miss Tomes, 
may I ask your own Christian name ? " 

" My name," she. replied, " is Vahdah. I 
was baptized Ann Eliza by a kind but un- 
scientific mother. When I came to years of 
discretion, I learned of this great Science of 
Vibration. I chose the name that would de- 
velop my musical talents, and heal the terrific 
nervous headaches I had from a child. I am 
fond of Vahdah. It agrees with me. It is full 
of sweetness, balm, and success." 

" Ginevry," piped Uncle 'Lijah, " what was 
the name of thet air rewmatiz ile I hed last 
winter?" 

" That was Vavah, father." 

Miss Tomes gave the old man a look that 
did not vibrate to the music of the spheres, and 
Mrs. AUoan spoke with considerable warmth. 
" This Science Vibration may be very interest- 
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ing to some minds, but when one's sixth sense 
is developed, and one is in touch with the spirit 
world, then all such petty details sink out of 
sight." 

" Petty details, indeed ! " ejaculated Miss 
Tomes. "This science will revolutionize both 
business and social life in the next twenty-five 
years. People carry names and wear colors 
that thwart them and make them ill, live in. 
houses with the wrong numbers, marry peo- 
ple out of harmony, and wear jewels that in- 
terfere with their prosperity." 

"But, dear Miss Tomes," queried Cousin 
Ginevra, "are we all, then, at the mercy of 
a great natural law of which we are quite igno- 
rant? I like to believe with St. Paul, that 'all 
things work together for good to them that 
love God.' " 

Uncle 'Lijah nodded his white head approv- 
ingly. I looked at my cousin in admiration. 
She struck such a cool, sane, sweet note in this 
jangle of bewildering ideas, and she looked so 
calm and reasonable and sure, without vagary 
or affectation. 

"Yes, but when one has a guide," inter- 
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posed Mrs. Alloan, " and can know all about 
people, their past, present, and future, and 
through that guide give them absolutely in- 
fallible counsel, I do not see any need for this 
Science of Vibration." 

Professor Viviani now broke in quickly. 
" Do you give counsel for money?" 

" That is my profession," said Mrs. Alloan. 
" * The laborer is worthy of his hire.' " 

" But no true clairvoyant with any realiza- 
tion of the Unseen will fix a price for his serv- 
ices," he objected. 

" Well, if you do not believe that I am a 
true clairvoyant, perhaps I can prove it to you 
at some other time." 

At this juncture a delicious strawbei;ry short- 
cake, heaped with whipped cream, made its ap- 
pearance. Mrs. Mortimer had been long en- 
deavoring to get in a word, and now asked if 
anybody present was interested in New 
Thought, or Yogi? But her question fell on 
unheeding ears, and the warring tongues were 
silenced by one of Chryssy's masterpieces. 
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INTERROGATIONS 

PEACE prevailed at the Owls' Nest for 
several days. Cousin Ginevra's request 
that religious discussions be banished 
from the dinner table was entirely respected. 
Mrs. Pansell talked agreeably of some of her 
experiences in Palestine; Mrs. Wells chatted 
about some interesting pictures at the Metro- 
politan Museum, Mrs. Mortimer and Miss 
Tomes found that they were mutually inter- 
ested in birds, and the Vivianis spoke softly to 
each other, or talked to us all impersonally 
about the dearest wish of their hearts — ^the 
dawning of Universal Brotherhood. Mrs. Al- 
loan kept still. They all thoroughly enjoyed 
their food, for the table was spread every day 
for friends rather than boarders. I expostu- 
lated with Cousin Ginevra on her liberality, but 
she always replied that she did not know how 
to scrimp. Mrs. Wells confided to me that 
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she could not stand the people if it were not 
for the excellent food. 

" IVe had to work a long time," she said, 
" to demonstrate love for the Pilgrim woman, 
and now I love her, but I don't like her." 

Our sitting-room table was getting gradu- 
ally heaped with literature very strange to that 
orthodox piece of furniture. There were 
Christian Science journals, Bahai pamphlets, 
a theosophical magazine, circulars on the Sci- 
ence of Numbers and Letters, and New 
Thought leaflets. 

My cousin and I were too busy to read 
much, but opportunities were constantly pre- 
sented for the illumination of our darkness. 
Uncle 'Lijah often picked up a pamphlet or 
paper, and sat in his favorite old wooden chair 
on the back porch, buried in thought, the chair 
tipped back so that his head and shoulders 
rested against the wall. There was often a 
perplexed, half-scornful look on his weather- 
beaten face. That porch was next to the 
kitchen, so we did a good deal of our work 
out there, and often Uncle 'Lijah read to us, 
or joined in our conversation. We were all 
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conscious that each of our boarders was aim- 
ing at bringing us in as trophies to a particu- 
lar cult before the season should come to an 
end. 

I was naturally fond of psychological and 
occult subjects, and I think that my cousin 
had her fears for my spiritual welfare when 
she saw me strolling off after supper with one 
or another of the family, bent on getting at 
the gist of the different beliefs. One day when 
we were looking over berries for supper, Mrs. 
Wells crossed the yard toward the little grove 
of apple-trees where she kept her hammock. 
Uncle 'Lijah was looking over his glasses and 
saw her imperial progress. 

** Gals," said he, " you've often seen Christ- 
mas trees with all sorts of nice things tied on 
'em, often pretty, shiny, red apples hangin' 
amongst the popcorn an' the lace-stockin's with 
candy in 'em. Now look out there by the fence 
an' see thet healthy apple-tree all loaded with 
them early pippins. They ain't tied on, they 
grew, they're a part of the tree. I don't want 
no religion with the peace an' joy hung on by 
ribbins." 
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Chrysoprase was washing dishes and sing- 
ing jubilantly over the suds, 

"Jesus knows all about our struggles. 
He will guide till the day is done. 
There's not a friend like the lowly Jesus, 
No not one, no not one." 

"Chryssy!'' I called. 

" Yaas, Mis' Peggy," she responded, coming 
to the open door. 

" How would you like a hymn-book with 
the name of Jesus left out? " 

The shining black face grew very solemn. 
"Mis' Peggy, chile," she replied, "it would 
be like de woods widout any birds, or a deep 
well an' no way to get at de water." 

Just then a boy from the village appeared 
with a telegram for Mrs. Wells. There was 
no alternative but to make my way out to the 
hammock and arouse that lady from her 
siesta. " How tiresome ! " she said. " It is 
just like Mr. Wells to send this when I am 
taking my afternoon nap." 

She tore open the envelope petulantly. 
" Oh, it's nothing at all except that he's com- 
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ing up to-morrow to spend Sunday. Of course 
it was prepaid. Yes ? Fifty cents for the boy ? 
Do you mean to say they don't have free de- 
livery up here? Oh, dear me? My change 
purse is in the blue silk work-bag that hangs * 
by the dresser. You won't mind going after it, 
will you. Miss Baker? " 

" But don't you wish to send a reply by the 
messenger, Mrs. Wells?" 

" Certainly not. He'll come just the same. 
I think if you can arrange to have Louise take 
the children down to meet him, he will be 
delighted." 

I must confess to considerable curiosity as 
to the sort of man Mr. Wells would prove 
to be; when he arrived, instead of a person 
bearing the mark of the beast, as we had sup- 
posed, we saw an intelligent, genial, somewhat ^ 
portly gentleman, altogether pleasing in his 
manner, and with a ringing, musical voice. 

Mrs. Wells received him with a supercilious, 
artificial manner that made me want to shake 
her. With a little less cordiality than she 
would have shown to a stranger she held out 
one bejewelled hand, saying, " How d'ye do ? " 
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His face clouded, and he dropped heavily 
into a nearby chair, mopping his forehead with 
his handkerchief, while Jacky and Flossy piled 

I hilariously upon his knees. 

' "Well, how's everything?" he asked in his 
hearty way. 

" All right," replied his wife, going on with 
her embroidery and not looking at him. For- 
tunately the children were so clamorously 
rifling his pockets that the awkwardness of the 
situation was quite modified. He spent little 
time with his wife, but went all over the place 
with the children and made warm friends of 
everybody from Uncle 'Lijah down to the dog. 
Every one but his wife seemed to be sorry 
when his short visit came to a close. Although 
he had laughed and talked a great deal, there 
was sometimes a look in his eyes of such grief 
and despair before the ready smile sprang to 
conceal it, that I felt almost guilty to have 
observed him. 

Cousin Ginevra and I had many a bed-time 
talk in that high-raftered, dim, white and green 
room, when all the care and fret of the day 
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was over, and Uncle 'Lijah and his piece of 
pie had been safely ensconced in his little down- 
stairs bedroom. He had slept in that room for 
forty years, and nothing could induce him to 
give it up. He had also nightly consumed a 
piece of pie, persisting in the habit in spite 
of attacks of liver trouble and rheumatism. 
*' I believe," he would say, " in keepin' the 
machinery goin'." 

He had a stand beside his bed that was set 
every night with a lamp, the Bible, a pair of 
iron-bowed spectacles, a glass of water, the 
piece of pie, and a dinner-bell that Cousin 
Ginevra had insisted should be kept within 
easy reach as the condition of his being allowed 
to maintain his favorite quarters. 

On one particular night when I had gone 
up the garret stair to enjoy a talk with the 
** lady of the house," I found her in a mis- 
chievous mood, for although she looked like a 
saint, she was a dear, everyday saint, who 
could laugh until the tears came over some of 
my college yams. 

" Peggy," she said, " you must not call me 
Ginevra any more. My name is Ororo, Peggy, 
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Ororo Lothrop," and we each dropped down 
on the bed and laughed until we cried. ** Miss 
Tomes is a very kind-hearted young woman," 
she went on, *' and has a consuming desire to 
help everybody. She came out into the sum- 
mer-house where I was shelling peas this morn- 
ing, and asked for my birthday, and it was 
really wonderful the things she told me about 
myself and my life." 

Here the merry light in her eyes faded. It 
was not a moonlight night, so there were two 
tall candles in old silver stands lighted on the 
toilet table, and from a silver frame looked 
forth a face that stood for all that life means 
of personal joy to a true woman. It was an 
unusual face in its nobility and power and 
veiled tenderness, the face of a modem knight 
who would live or die for his ideals. 

My cousin's eyes rested on the photograph, 
and the deep yearning in them went to my 
heart's centre. But she spoke calmly. "Of 
course, Peggy, Miss Tomes knew nothing of 
Harold Windsor, but she told me that about 
ten years ago I had made a great sacrifice. I 
have never before used that word, child. It 
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was her own word. I have never allowed my- 
self even to think it. Dear father! '' 

She paused a moment and the light flickered 
on the diamond she always wore on her left 
hand. She seemed to follow my thought, and 
held up her hand and looked at the ring. " I 
wanted to give it back," she said, "but he 
would not let me." 

"Where is he, dear?" I asked reverently, 
for she had opened the door of the temple, and 
it was holy ground. 

" He is in Honolulu," she replied, " at the 
head of a business house. We have written 
every week for ten years. Miss Tomes said," 
and the smile came back as she continued, 
" that I will always be helped along, only my 
name hinders too much. Also that I am 
spiritually inclined, fond of books, imaginative 
and so forth. She spoke of my tendency to 
throat trouble. It was all very interesting. 
She said if I would take the name of Ororo, I 
would draw peace and prosperity out of it as 
from a well. She even said that * O ' is a mar- 
riage letter! I told her that I thought my 
heavenly Father was able to overrule any ad- 
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verse influence that comes from my old name, 
and I could not say that Ororo particularly 
pleased my fancy. She told me that she would 
persistently think of me by that name, and 
if I do not mind will address me as the Lady 
Ororo, and she wished very much that I would 
think of myself in that way. She also wished 
to change the name of the Owls* Nest, as it 
counts up wrong for my father and me, but I 
told her we could not do that as the place 
had been named by my great-great-grand- 
father/' 

" It is certainly an appropriate name this 
summer,*' said I laughingly, " for the wisdom 
of the ages seems to be brooding over us." 

We had talked rather late, and the house was 
intensely 'quiet; suddenly there arose, from the 
direction of Mrs. Wells' room, a struggling 
groan, a shriek, a scream of, " Help, help ! " so 
horrible that it nearly stopped the beating of 
our hearts. We each caught up a candle and 
made our way downstairs. We heard Mrs. 
Viviani say, " My darling, you shall not risk 
your life! " We saw Mrs. Mortimer's horror- 
stricken face peer out from the door of the 
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southwest chamber, and Mrs. Pansell, looking 
more like a Madonna than ever, with two long 
braids hanging over her light blue kimono, step 
boldly forth from the gray room. 

Uncle Xijah's dinner-bell now rang furi- 
ously for the first time in the family history. 
My cousin, forgetting all else, said to me, 
" Come, come, that's father ! " We sped to the 
downstairs sleeping-room and found him sit- 
ting up in bed. 

"Oh, father, what is it?" cried his daugh- 
ter. 

" Nothin' the matter with me, Ginevry,'* said 
he. " I hed et my pie an' got to thinkin' how 
thet woman sed I must be called CoUo. It run 
in my hed an' I couldn't get it out, an' I got so 
mad thet I reached over an' rung that bell good 
an' hard." 

" But, father, didn't you hear a noise over- 
head?" 

" Yes," he replied, " they must hev heard 
that all right all the way down to the station, 
but don't you girls know nightmare when you 
hear it? That's nothin'. Now, go back to 
your beds." 
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" Well, good-night again, father, and do go 
right to sleep ! " 

" Ginevry," said my uncle, lowering his 
voice. 

" Yes, father, dear." 

" I want you to say very loud an' very slpw, 
my whole name jest as it reads on the church 
records." 

"My father's name," she said quite 
solemnly, but with a glimmer of fun in her 
eyes, " is Elijah Parsons Lothrop." 

" Now ye can put out my lamp," said the 
old man. " GoUo be hanged ! " and he turned 
over toward the wall. 

We hastened upstairs to find a heated dis- 
cussion taking place in the hall. Mrs. Wells, 
serene and smiling in a beautiful hand-em- 
broidered white neglige, had appeared in her 
doorway to inquire as to the cause of steps 
and voices. Muriel Alloan had crept in from 
the side passage, pale and shivering in ispite 
of her dead warrior's loyal attendance. 

"May I ask what is the matter?" asked 
Mrs. Wells of the group near her door that had 
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been re-enforced by Professor Viviani in pink 
pajamas. 

" There was a sound of distress coming 
from your room," said Mrs. Pansell. " I 
thought I heard a cry for assistance." 

" It must have been Mrs. AUoan/' declared 
Mrs. Wells, beaming graciously. 

" Indeed it was not," replied Mrs. AUoan 
with considerable spirit. " I was wide awake 
and heard it. In fact it interrupted a wonder- 
ful message from the spirit world." 

" Well, I'm sure it wasn't I," affirmed Mrs. 
Wells. "There is no place for error in my 
consciousness. I will bid you all good-night." 

The next morning early, as I was dusting 
the hall, I heard Louise saying to her mistress, 
" Yes, ma'am, you really did. It might have 
been the Welsh rabbit, ma'am. It most always 
does it, you know." 

" It wasn't the Welsh rarebit at all," snapped 
Mrs. Wells, in a tone that sounded as if her 
smile had been put away on ice, " it was you 1 
You expected it." 
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EXPERIENCES 

RS. PANSELL, aside from a tendency 
to pose, was a very attractive woman. 
She was certainly as pretty to look 
at as the Maria in blue of the famous Ghent 
altar. She had the culture of books and of 
travel, and when she forgot herself was an 
agreeable companion. 

One glorious morning, Cousin Ginevra and 
I were on our favorite shaded back-porch, at 
the large table where we often had our morn- 
ing coffee or beat up our cakes. On this occa- 
sion we had placed a great pan of black- 
berries on the table and were preparing to look 
them over when Mrs. Pansell came around the 
corner of the house. 

" I hope I'm not intruding," she said. 

" Oh, no," said Cousin Ginevra, " help your- 
self," pointing to the heap of luscious fruit. 

74 
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" Thank you/' she accepted sweetly, daintily 
picking up a berry with her white fingers. "If 
you are going to sit here for a while there is 
something I want to tell you." 

" Sit right down/' said my cousin, dusting 
off a wooden chair with her apron, " we are 
glad to have you." 

" Have you read any of the pamphlets I left 
on the table? " she inquired. 

" Fm afraid not," admitted Cousin Ginevra, 
" we are such busy people here." 

" Well, I feel that the time has come for you 
to know the truth," declared Mrs. Pansell. 
" You are Christian women and believe in the 
return of our Lord, do you not?" 

" Why, certainly I believe in His coming 
again some time. Don't you, Peggy?" 

" Yes/' said I, " the New Testament surely 
teaches it, but I have never been clear as to the 
special character of the return." 

" Well, I believe I have been led here to tell 
you/' announced Mrs. Pansell with great and 
solemn fervor. *' He has come ! " 

A wonderful light broke through Cousin 
Ginevra's face, the light of a love more rap- 
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turous and exquisite than any earthly love can 
ever be. 

"My blessed Lord!" she murmured, her 
eyes aglow, her hands involuntarily clasped 
and lifted. I knew then that if He had come 
there was at least one disciple with her lamp 
burning. " How do you know this ? " she ques- 
tioned after a moment's ecstatic silence. 

Mrs. Pansell went on to tell us of the ap- 
pearance of the Bab in Persia in 1844 as the 
messenger of the Highest, of his cruel martyr- 
dom and that of four thousand of his follow- 
ers. She said that in 1862 Baha-Ullah de- 
clared himself as the one prophesied of by the 
Bab and by the Holy Scriptures as the Lord 
of Hosts coming suddenly to his temple, the 
body. He preached a wonderful doctrine of 
love and universal peace, and being banished by 
the Turkish government to the penal colony of 
Acre, made that unwholesome desert place to 
blossom as the rose. He sent messages, or 
tablets, to all the rulers of the earth bidding 
them come to a feast, but the invitations 
were rejected. He died in 1892, having writ- 
ten many volumes, and his son and successor, 
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Abdul-Baha, now sits facing Mt. Carmel as the 
Christ, the returned Lord and Master for 
whom many Christians are yet looking. He 
speaks with authority and is considered to be 
the Expectation of the Ages. 

Mrs. Pansell next told of her own visit to 
the Prophet with her husband, of her con- 
secration to the work of spreading the knowl- 
edge of his identity and his teachings, involving 
the sacrifice of her husband and their home. 
She showed us a little blue stone that Abdul- 
Baha had given her, that she had set in a gold 
circle. She quoted prophecy after prophecy 
from the Bible to prove that in the appearance 
of these Persians, they were fulfilled. 

"And now," she said, "let me read you 
some of the words and sayings so full of love 
and hope for the world." 

She drew a roll of paper from her pocket 
and read aloud several such extracts as the 
following: " Plant not but flowers of Love in 
the garden of the mind, and withdraw not 
thine hand from holding to the Nightingale of 
Affection and Yearning. Sow the grains of 
Knowledge and Wisdom in the holy ground of 
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the mind, and conceal them there until the 
Hyacinth of Divine* Wisdom springs up in the 
heart." 

Never before nor since has Cousin Ginevra's 
face looked so stem. There was something 
awful about it. 

" That is not the voice of my Lord ! " she 
rebuked. " It is the voice of a stranger. * My 
sheep know my voice, and they follow me, and 
a stranger will they not follow, for they know 
not the voice of strangers/ Mrs. Pansell, you 
are doubtless sincere, but you are terribly mis- 
taken. If you will take my advice you will go 
back to your husband and rebuild your home. 
You will find the Christ there if you truly love 
Him." 

Mrs. Pansell arose very pale and angry. 
" Then do I understand that you reject the 
revelation ? " 

" I do ! " declared my cousin with emphasis. 

" And you ? " she asked, turning to me. 

" Our Lord warned us against false Christs," 
I answered. " He referred particularly to the 
one in the wilderness." 

" Ladies," warned the missionary, ** remem- 
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bar that Truth has knocked at your door and 
been turned away. How great will be your 
darkness ! Miss Lothrop, I must ask to be con- 
veyed to the four-fifty train this afternoon. 
My work here is done. It is stony ground." 

That evening after the Bahai missionary's 
departure, a heavy thunderstorm drove us all 
in from the piazza, and a fire of pine-knots on 
the wide hearth made the living-room a cheer- 
ful spot. 

" It was just such a night as this," began 
Mrs. Wells, sorting her embroidery silks, 
" that I came into Science. I had been ill for 
weeks and weeks. Nobody could find out what 
was the matter. We had tried physician after 
physician, changes of diet, climate and all. My 
husband had spent a small fortune, but I only 
grew weaker and weaker. At last I remem- 
bered that there was a Christian Science prac- 
titioner on the next block, and my husband 
telephoned at once. She came in the storm, 
and entered my room looking like an angel, 
so calm and strong. I felt better the minute 
I saw her. She sat down beside my bed. 
* Now,' said she, ' just close your eyes and 
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think of something pleasant. Anything — ^your 
music, for instance/ I did as she bade, and we 
were so quiet we could hear the clock tick in 
spite of the storm outside. A wonderful peace 
crept over me. 

** ' My dear one/ said the practitioner after 
half an hour, ' you are healed ! ' And will you 
believe it, I got right up, and I. haven't seen a 
sick day since. I thank God and Mrs. Eddy." 

" I can tell a more wonderful story than 
that," asserted Mrs. Mortimer, leaning forward 
from the depths of the Morris chair. " No 
one could possibly have been more wretchedly 
ill than I, a burden to my friends and myself, 
bereft of sleep, appetite, and all pleasures of 
life. The specialists could do nothing for me. 
Then New Thought was brought to my atten- 
tion. I was enabled to realize that I am a 
fraction of a Perfect Whole, that peace, 
strength, and joy are mine, that I am sur- 
rounded by an ocean of Love and Power, and 
can breathe it in as I do the air. When this 
flashed upon my understanding, I began to 
breathe deeply, and in two days I got right 
up!" 
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" But," said Miss Tomes eagerly, with 
sparkling eyes, " I was much worse than either 
of you, for the doctors all knew what ailed me. 
It was a chronic organic affection of the heart, 
so that I could hardly breathe for hours at a 
time. Then I heard about the Science of Vi- 
bration of Numbers and Letters, had my name 
and birth polarized, that is to say, harmonized, 
and I said over and over, * I am Vahdah ! ' I 
also induced my parents to call me * Vahdah,' 
and the next day I got right up ! " 

Uncle 'Lijah had been sitting in the comer 
by the fire fidgeting with his cane, and to my 
surprise and dismay it was his voice that was 
heard next. Cousin Ginevra gave me a 
look of apprehension which I returned with 
interest. 

" I don't see that any of you were as bad 
off as I was," he asserted stoutly, folding his 
hands on the top of his stick. " I was tee- 
totally helpless for weeks, couldn't feed myself, 
nor walk, nor even set up. One day as I laid 
there alone, lookin' out of the window toward 
the barn, I saw smoke crawlin' out of the loft 
of the waggin-house. I'd jest bought a bran- 
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new buggy an' harness, an' the barn next to the 
waggin-house was chockfull of hay, tons an' 
tons of it. I knew the men were off in the 
lots, an' nobody to do a thing. My wife an' 
the hired gal were out beddin' the rose-bushes 
fer winter, an' there was nobody but me, an' 
thet smoke a-comin' stronger every minute. So 
I got right up! I hobbled out sumhow to the 
back door an' blew the dinner-horn hard's I 
could, an' seein' I hed got up, I jest stayed up 
ever sence." 

" I don't know," said Professor Viviani, 
"why people should expect to be well in this 
stage of our evolution. We are bearing the 
result of our actions in former incarnations. 
We are not here for happiness- but for experi- 
ence, and each turn of the spiral leads up- 
ward." 

Mrs. Alloan had not been present during 
these monologues, and she now entered the 
room with a wild and determined look. 

" This gentleman and lady," she said, indi- 
cating the Vivianis, " insinuated that I am not 
a true clairvoyant. I claim the privilege of 
proving that I am." 
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" Perhaps," said Cousin Ginevra, " you mis- 
understood their remark." 

" No/' shrilled little Mrs. Viviani, " she did 
not misunderstand. She said that she fixes a 
price for her services^ and we affirm that no 
true clairvoyant will do that." 

" Mr. and Miss Lothrop," begged Mrs. Al- 
loan, " may I have the privilege of giving an 
exhibition of my powers?" 

" We ain't given here to consortin' with 
spooks," replied Uncle 'Lijah. " If my folks 
what's passed away want to say anything to 
me, let 'em come straight to me and not to 
soothsayers an' sorcerers." 

"Father!" said Cousin Ginevra, evidently 
distressed by the situation. 

Amid the storm we now heard a slow, regu- 
lar knocking. 

" There ! " exclaimed Mrs. AUoan. 

"Yes," said Uncle 'Lijah, "thet's Hiram 
a-headin' up apple barrels in the wood- 
house." 

A peal of thunder shook the house, and 
" Abraham Lincoln Signing the Emancipation 
Proclamation " fell to the floor with a crash 
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from its place on the wall between the side 
windows. 

Mrs. Alloan nodded her head most impres- 
sively. 

" I've been afraid of that old picture wire 
for some time," said my cousin, as we both 
started to pick up the pieces of broken glass. 

Uncle 'Lijah rose to his feet. " Of course," 
said he, " I don't claim any joorishdickshun 
over the wishes of our guests, Mrs. Alloan." 

" i think I must be excused," said Mrs. 
Wells, rising with an air of strong disapproval. 
" There's a whole chapter in our text-book 
against this sort of thing." 

" Really, my dear," said Professor Viviani 
to his wife, " you know we have a number of 
letters to write this evening, and must be going 
up to our room." 

Uncle 'Lijah said that he thought one of the 
garret-shutters had broken loose in the gale and 
he must get a lamp and go up and see to it. 
Cousin Ginevra heard Fido barking at the side- 
door and disappeared, and we did not see her 
again for half an hour. Miss Tomes, Mrs. 
Mortimer, and I were left with Mrs. Alloan. 
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" Will you kindly extinguish the lights, Miss 
Baker ? " she entreated. 

I put out the two Rochester lamps, and Mrs. 
Alloan seated herself beside the centre-table, 
after asking us to take hold of hands. Deep 
silence ensued. Mrs. Alloan closed her eyes, 
folded her hands in her lap, sank her chin on 
her chest, and groaned deeply. A vase of 
flowers rose up from the table, apparently set 
itself down at one side, and then returned to its 
place. There was a faint, fluttering sigh, and 
in the dim firelight something white and filmy 
hovered between us and the meditmi, who had 
not seemed to move a muscle. Then she began 
to murmur incoherently, a strange gibberish. 
She groaned again several times. " There's a 
spirit here named John,'* she said finally in a 
half-whisper. 

I felt Miss Tomes and Mrs. Mortimer each 
start and lean forward. The firelight flickered 
weirdly over the pale face of the medium. 
" He says that his love is unchanged," she 
went on, *' that he is ever near his loved one, 
that he is happy but in her presence." 

One of the two gave a little sob. *' He says 
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that he wants her to read 'The Chambered 
Nautilus' once a day for the next week, 
and to wear a light blue ribbon in her 
hair. He can get nearer under those circum- 
stances." 

There was a volley of thunder that shook 
the old house from roof to cellar, a scream 
from somebody overhead, a crash of glass as a 
dining-room window blew in. I arose and 
lighted a lamp, I must confess with unsteady 
fingers, and Mrs. AUoan came to with a start. 
Miss Tomes slipped out of the room. Mrs. 
Mortimer walked over to the fire and stood 
looking into it, while I hurried to the assist- 
ance of Cousin Ginevra and Chrysoprase, who 
were struggling to close the blinds of the 
broken window. We succeeded in fastening 
them, and I said to Chryssy, " What an awful 
storm ! " 

Her face was solemn but jubilant. '* Yas, 
Mis' Peggy, it am awful, but does you know I 
jest glories in it. God is so silent most of de 
time, a-bearin' an' a-bearin' wid all de foolish- 
ness an' disobeedyence of dis worl', dat most 
people f orgits dat He even is, let alone dat He 
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ever said nuffin' about what to do an* what not 
to do. When He sorter breaks loose in a *jes- 
tic tempest like this an' thunders wiv His voice, 
an' shoots His fiery darts, I loves to hear Him 
'spress Himself. It's an ex'lent time to know 
yer sins is forgiven, else yer might be scared 
an' hidin' yer head under feather pillows from 
de Lawd A'mighty." Chrysoprase raised her 
eyebrows and pointed her right thumb in the 
direction of the blue room. 

After the storm had ceased and the stars 
had come out in occasional patches of dark 
blue sky. Cousin Ginevra said, " Peggy, I want 
you to come up to my eerie. I have some- 
thing to tell you. Do you know I've a mind 
to be a bit ashamed of you to-night? " but she 
smiled as she said it. 

" Well, I confess to a curiosity to see what 
Mrs. AUoan would do," I returned, when I was 
comfortably settled in the attic-room and 
Cousin Ginevra had let down her hair for its 
nightly brushing. 

" It is tampering with what does not belong 
to us to know," she admonished seriously. 
" The Bible distinctly warns us against people 
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that have familiar spirits. I heard something 
once that impressed me strongly whether or 
not it be a fact^ and that is that there are evil 
spirits who have passed out of the flesh, but 
are so earthly in their desires that they are 
constantly seeking to regain the fleshly vehicle 
and so be able once more to gratify their low 
appetites that death has not changed a par- 
ticle. It has only deprived them of the means 
of satisfaction, as if a drunkard, consumed by 
burning thirst, had no way of appropriating the 
coveted whiskey, even though he plunged into a 
sea of it. I have heard that if even a good 
person, out of curiosity or longing to know 
of dear ones who have vanished from this 
earth, begins to investigate along these lines, 
he is (^ening his nature to a liability of de- 
moniac possession." 

"How horrible!" I cried. 

" Indeed, it is ! " replied my cousin. *' The 
New Testament plainly teaches that evil spirits 
sometimes possess human beings. If so, they 
have some means of ingress, which can be open 
to them only through disobedience on our part. 
There is surely some great reason for the 
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Scriptural command against seeking knowl- 
edge or assistance from mediums/' 

" But, dear," I argued, " surely there are 
good spirits, and it must be right to seek com- 
mtmication with them/' 
. " Yes, Peggy, and we can have it, too, but 
only in one way — in Christ. * I believe in the 
communion of saints/ If we belong to the 
household of faith, we are all one family; 
whether in the upper rooms or the lower makes 
no difference with the family relationship. 
And if nothing, not even * death nor things 
present nor things to come, can separate us 
from the love of Christ,' of course nothing can 
separate those who love Him from one an- 
other. If we can call up the central ofSce on 
the 'phone, and be put into communication with 
our dearest friend a hundred miles away, I 
do not see why when we pray to God who is 
at the centre of all knowledge, love, and power, 
He cannot, or will not, put us in touch with a 
precious one who is as clearly in His sight as 
we are, and is more intensely alive and loves 
us just as much and perhaps more than ever. 
Death touches absolutely nothing but the flesh, 
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you know. It just opens the door of the old 
house. When I want to be absolutely sure that 
there is no separation in the family, I just be- 
gin to worship God with my whole heart, and 
sing the Doxology or the Te Deum Laudamus. 
That brings me into fellowship with the best 
society in the universe." 

Her face was radiant as she finished, and I 
kissed her and went out without a word, men- 
tally comparing her calm and beautiful counte- 
nance with the visage of Mrs. Alloan in a 
trance. 

I was putting the living-room to rights the 
next morning before breakfast, when I heard 
some one come down the front stairs and enter 
the room without seeing me until she had 
reached the bookcase. It was Miss Tomes 
and she had a light blue bow in her hair. She 
flushed a little, but opened the glass doors and 
ran her hand along the shelves. I could have 
told her just where Holmes stood, between 
Tennyson and " Loma Doone." 

As she stood there another silken rustle 
swept into the room. It was Mrs. Mortimer, 
headed toward the bookcase. In her hair she 
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wore a band of pale blue velvet. She took in 
Miss Tomes at a glance and g^ew scarlet. 

*' He is niy John ! " she said indignantly. 

"He IS my John!" declared Miss Tomes, 
and I left them to settle it between themselves. 

As I went up to my room, Mrs. Alloan 
stood in her open door clad in a gray flannel 
bathrobe with a design of red snails. She 
beckoned to me as usual. 

"My child," she said, " Big Bear is packing 
his knapsack. He says we are not appreciated 
here, and must move on to-day. I see a 
crown, a banner, and a star over your head, 
but over the heads of Professor Viviani and 
his wife there hangs a sword! " 

It was a relief to us all when she drove 
away. 
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REALITIES 

FOR a week or two I had noticed a look 
of growing anxiety on Cousin Ginevra's 
lovely face when she balanced her ac- 
counts every evening. 

" Peggy— excuse me, I mean Deborah/' she 
said one night in the garret sanctum with a 
wan smile, for Miss Tomes had changed my 
name, too, " do you know I am actually run- 
ning behind in my expenses? I'm afraid I do 
not know how to manage such a large family." 

" You set too good a table," I replied. ** Mrs. 
Wells told me the other day that she had never 
seen such a table anywhere." 

"But these people are under our roof, Peggy 
— I mean Deborah — ^and I cannot keep them 
on prunes and chipped beef. To think of turn- 
ing our house into what father calls a * Home 

for Indignant Females,' and working so hard, 

9a 
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all of us, every day, just to be out of pocket I '* 
and two big tears ran down her cheeks. 

" You're getting all tired out, dearie," I sym- 
pathized. " I wish I might do more to help you." 

"If it weren't for you I couldn't get on at 
all," she replied. " You are one of my mercies." 

" Do you know that Miss Tomes has 
changed Fido's name to Toby ? " I asked, by 
way of diversion. 

** How did she know his birthday? " inquired 
my cousin, smiling faintly. 

** Oh, Uncle 'Lijah remembered it well, be- 
cause he has always been so fond of the dog, 
and something or other happened on that day, 
the blowing up of the Maine, I believe. Miss 
Tomes said that it would save Fido from grow- 
ing blind to call him Toby, and your father 
suggested CoUo. * Why, that is your own name ! ' 
said Miss Tomes with a grieved look. * 1*11 be 
blamed if it is ! ' answered Uncle 'Lijah." 

By this time the smile had grown a little 
stronger, and I continued, " We'll wrestle to- 
gether over the menus, and get ahead some- 
how. Then, think of all the lovely new be- 
liefs we'll have by autumn ! " 
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" Doesn't all this help one to appreciate the 
dear old Gospel more than ever? " said Cousin 
Ginevra. " I listen to the talk of these people un- 
til my brain reels, and then I pillow my soul on 
some familiar word of the Lord and rest there." 

A week or two later Uncle 'Lijah had a bad 
attack with his heart, and lay unconscious for 
several hours. The doctor, a man as old as his 
patient, and his lifelong friend, drove up from 
the village and remained with us, although he 
saw that little could be done. Cousin Ginevra, 
quiet and white, but as alert of brain and quick 
of hand as ever, went in and out of the little 
downstairs bedroom. Professor Viviani came 
to the front and was as kind and helpful as a 
big brother. Miss Tomes insisted on caring 
for her own room, which I knew was a genu- 
ine sacrifice on her part. Mrs. Mortimer ran- 
sacked the village store for sick-room comforts, 
and telegraphed to her chemist in New York 
for wine. Mrs. Wells wept and wrung my 
hand and begged to help with the meals. By 
night Uncle 'Lijah had regained consciousness, 
but he could not move, and spoke only with 
great difficulty. 
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" Dear Miss Lothrop," said Mrs. Mortimer, 
waylaying Cousin Ginevra on the stairs, 
" won't you try New Thought at this crisis ? 
Won't you tell him to realize he is a Part of 
the Whole? And tell him to remember his 
powerful inner * I,' and to breathe very deeply 
as he thinks of it." 

" Please, Mrs. Mortimer, I do not think he 
is in any condition to receive new ideas," said 
the poor girl wearily. 

Miss Tomes detained her with a plea to 
call the sick man " CoUo," and went about re- 
peating the name audibly. Mrs. Wells walked 
the piazza and said to me, "Oh, if Miss Loth- 
rop would only try Science for her father, this 
false belief of valves would vanish like dew 
in the sun. I'm treating him every minute, and 
you all see that he is better, but it is hard to 
work against so much mortal mind belief." 

I went out on the back porch to sit in Uncle 
'Lijah's old chair and have a good cry, and 
little Mrs. Viviani found me there. " It's hard, 
my dear," she said, stroking my hair gently, 
" very hard, because we do not yet see clearly 
how each has his own place in the great plan, 
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and nothing can finally go wrong with us." 
I really had a glimpse that day of the uni- 
versal brotherhood that is being welded out of 
all sorts and conditions of men. 

It was nearly nine o'clock when the doctor 
told us that all would be over in an hour. 

" I want to see the folks/' said Uncle 'Lijah 
feebly, " the hull fam'ly." 

We all stole in one by one and gently touched 
the knotted hand that lay on the counterpane. 

"Where's Chryssy?" he asked. I found 
her shaking with sobs, her head and face 
wrapped in her kitchen apron, as she sat on 
the stone. step at the dining-room door. 

" Try and bear up, Chryssy," I exhorted, 
with my own tears streaming, " I'm sure my 
uncle wants you to sing for him." 

Chryssy had a rich, sympathetic, contralto 
voice that might have made her fortune if it 
had been cultivated. She arose, dried her eyes, 
made a great effort to compose herself, and 
followed me to the sick-room. The boarders 
had all withdrawn to the living-room, and only 
the doctor and Cousin Ginevra sat beside the 
bed. Chryssy dropped on her knees. 
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"You've been a good, faithful gal," 

whispered Uncle 'Lijah, pausing for breath. 

" Ginevry," turning his face toward her, " sing 

' Rock of Ages.' Chryssy'U help you," 

I don't know how his daughter conquered 
her grief enough to sing, but she told me after- 
ward that the thought that it was his last re- 
quest lifted her above herself that he might be 
comforted and strengthened. She had a sweet, 
flute-like soprano, and as she began the first 
line of the grand old hymn Chryssy arose and 
stood beside her, and the mellow tones of the 
alto sustained the melody. They sang the first 
verse rather tremulously. The old man's eyes 
were closed but his face showed an ineffable 
peace that seemed to obliterate all the lines of 
the life struggle. " Next verse," he whispered. 
They went on, 

" Could my tears forever flow, 
Could my zeal no languor know. 
These for sin could not aton^ 
Thou must save and Thou alone: 
Nothing in my hands I bring. 
Simply to Thy cross I cling." 
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Again the faltering lips murmured, "My 
Saviour ! " 

« 

I heard soft steps in the dining-room, and 
knew that the people had returned, lured by the 
lovely music. My uncle's pastor, much- 
beloved for years, entered the bedroom. The 
sick man opened his eyes and smiled at him, 
but motioned to the two singers to go on. 

" While I draw this fleeting breath. 
When mine eyes shall close in death, 
When I rise to worlds tinknown 
And behold Thee on Thy throne, 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee.*' 

Uncle 'Lijah had not known art, or litera- 
ture, or mental philosophy, but he had laid hold 
on eternal life, and his next words might well 
be enshrined evermore in the Christian heart. 

" And this Rock," he said, " is Christ, and 
oh, what a substance ! " 

He motioned to the minister to bend down 
to him. " You know my fav'rite varses," he 
whispered again. 

The pastor stood by the pillow, and recited 
slowly and clearly, and with a depth of con- 
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trolled emotion and an absolute contidence that 
I can never forget: 

"But yt are come unto Mount Zion, and unto the 
dty of the living God, the heavenly Jerusalem, and to 
innumerable hosts of angels, to the general assembly 
and church of the first-born who are enrolled in heaven, 
and to God the Judge of all, and to the spirits of just 
men made perfect, and to Jesus the mediator of a new 
covenant, and to the blood of sprinkling that speaketh 
better things than that of AbeL" 

Words cannot portray the vastness, the glory, 
of the vista that opened before our spiritiial 
vision. 

Uncle 'Lijah's lips moved once more—" The 
blood — of — sprinkling." 

Then he seemed to fall asleep, but the light 
on his face was from the open door of the 
Father's house. 

The next day I heard our guests conversing 
quietly in the living-room. 

"Oh, if he only had come into Sciencel" 
sighed Mrs. Wells. 

"If he had only stuck to his new name!" 
said Miss Tomes mournfully. 
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" New Thought would have saved him ! " 
murmured Mrs. Mortimer. 

"But he will be back again some time to 
profit by all the lessons of this last career/' 
predicted Professor Viviani. 

" Well, once is enough for me," replied Miss 
Tomes. 

" Yes," agreed Mrs. Wells, " quite enough. 
But I must say that Mr. Lothrop seemed to 
have something very sure and sustaining in 
his last hours. I'd like to know what it 



was." 



« 



Just plain, simple, Christian religion," I 
told them quietly, " the kind that has carried 
tens of thousands safely over." 

The day after the funeral services. Cousin 
Ginevra informed me that although she would 
not inconvenience any of our temporary family 
by hastening their departure, she could not 
receive any newcomers. 

Mrs. Mortimer and Miss Tomes had not 
been very congenial since Mrs. AUoan's seance, 
and the Vivianis had come to the end of the 
specified period for their stay, so we were not 
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surprised when all four announced that they 
were going. I had been much interested in 
them all, and am sure that I had secured some 
good and helpful thought from each, for 
among the paste diamonds that they all cher- 
ished were a few genuine stones. 

The evening before Mrs. Mortimer's de- 
parture she asked me to walk with her after 
our early supper to the top of Bald Hill behind 
the house. I felt that she desired to make one 
final effort to convert me to what she called 
the " advanced thought " of her cult, and was 
quite willing to learn more about it. 

She talked fluently and agreeably as we 
crossed the broad field, told of some of the cul- 
tivated and distinguished people connected with 
the movement, and waxed eloquent as we 
rested on the hill summit and watched the 
afterglow of the sunset. On the way back to 
the house she said, " Miss Baker, if you will 
only introduce these ideas and circulate our 
literature among your associates at college, you 
will project an ennobling and healing influence 
far into the future." 

" Mrs. Mortimer," I ventured, " what is the 
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relation of New Thought to our Lord Jesus 
Christ?'' 

" It has nothing to do with Him," she re- 
plied, with a sudden antagonism that appalled 
me. 

" Then it can have no claim on me," I de- 
clared, " for He is the Divine Savior of the 
world." 

We had reached the gate, and I bade her 
good-night, and went to look for ray cousin, 
who was neither in the gray room, which she 
had now taken as her own, nor in the milk- 
room on her evening tour of inspection. 

As I walked about in the gathering dusk I 
missed sorely the kindly, honest old man whose 
home the house had been for so many years, 
and the desire came over me to go into his 
little room with my loving thoughts as one 
who carries flowers to a grave. As I opened 
the door softly, I saw Cousin Ginevra kneeling 
with her face buried in her father's pillow. 
I hastened to retire, but she had heard me, and 
lifted her face. There were tears in her voice. 

" Peggy, come here," she said, as I was 
hastening to withdraw. 
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" Oh, Cousin Ginevra, I did not mean to in- 
trude," I exclaimed. 

"You don't intrude, dear; I need you. IVe 
been thinking how it was father's last summer, 
and I had the house upset all the spring, and 
all these queer people here for weeks, and 
spoiled his home life, and — ^and " 

" But, dearest," I pleaded, " did you not do 
it for his sake, and with his full approval ? " 

" Yes, yes ! " 

"And he wasn't very much put out after 
the first," I went on. " He had his old chair 
on the back porch which he much preferred to 
the new piazza, and there was his little room 
here, and his Bible, and his pie just the same, 
and do you know, I think he was mightily en- 
tertained by the whole crowd. I could see a 
twinkle behind his glasses even when he looked 
stern." 

She arose, smoothing back her hair and dry- 
ing her tear-wet eyes. 

" Do you remember," she said, " he used to 
sing sometimes in the night here all alone? 
I've often heard him when we lived here by 
ourselves. I had the blue room and we always 
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left the doors open between. His favorite 
hymn was, * O Thou in whose presence my soul 
takes delight ! ' " 

" Something more than an idea or a prin- 
ciple — ^that Presence/' said I. 

We passed out into the lamplight of the next 
room. Her face had brightened as if a lamp 
had been lighted within a soft white shade. 

" How good to know in whom we have be- 
lieved ! " she exclaimed. 



CHANGES 

WHEN all the other boarders had gone, 
leaving generous supplies of leaflets 
in their wake, Mrs. Wells said that 
she felt as if she almost ought to cut short her 
own stay. " But you see," she explained, 
" there are so many of us, and we are all settled 
until September fifteenth, and it is too late to 
move to another country place, and too early 
to go to town. Then the children are so 
healthy here. Not that air or food reall" 
makes any difference in Science as they at 
only mortal mind conditions, but the childre 
are very happy, and that is most desirable." 
" You need not shorten your stay, Mn 
Wells," said her hostess. Later she remarkc' 
to me, " I have something to say to that dea 
woman, and I need time for it. It is a sham 
the way she treats that good, kind husband o 
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hers. Their home is broken up and they board 
in separate houses." 

When the next telegram came from Mr. 
Wells that he was coming up to spend the 
Sunday, it was received by his wife with the 
same superior air of lofty indifference as be- 
fore. Cousin Ginevra invited her to go on a 
long drive that afternoon. 

When they came home very late for supper, 
Mrs. Wells' whole smug, complacent, patroniz- 
ing expression had changed. There were 
traces of tears and a look of mingled anxiety 
and chastening. Cousin Ginevra told me about 
it that night. 

" I was able to make her see how wicked 
and selfish it is for a woman to leave a kind 
husband, or even be remote and indifferent be- 
cause he cannot believe as she does about re- 
ligion. I told her that the whole procedure 
is directly opposed to the method of Divine 
Love, and that if she would do more real lov- 
ing, which always means self-sacrifice, she 
would be a better Christian." 

" Wasn't she very angry?" I asked. 

"Yes; she said I was very insulting, and 
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asked me to stop the horse and let her get out. 
I had chosen my time, however, when we were 
in the woods on Pine Mountain and no house 
for several miles, so I could easily prove to her 
that it was far wiser for her to sit still. I then 
went on to say that I knew that her text-book 
does not coimsel a woman to desert her hus- 
band, but to bear and forbear, and not to make 
her religion obtrusive or repellent. 

" She began to cry then, and said between 
her sobs, ' It says not to leave imless you are 
precipitated, and one day Worthington got 
very angry because I called a Christian Science 
practitioner instead of a doctor when Flossy 
believed she had measles, and the practitioner 
sent her out to play, and Worthington thought 
the child would have pneumonia, and so created 
the image of pneumonia and fastened it on to 
the poor little thing by his material beliefs 
that she nearly passed on. The doctor stayed 
right there all night and he and the trained 
nurse fought like soldiers for the child's life, 
not knowing that God was her life and it 
couldn't be lost. Worthington was walking 
the floor downstairs saying things under his . 
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breath, and looking unspeakably desperate, but 
I kept in touch with my practitioner on the 
'phone, and she pulled the dear little girl 
through in spite of materia medica. 

" ' But such ingratitude as my husband 
showed ! Will you believe it, he objected to the 
bill that the practitioner sent in, which I am 
sure was very moderate when she had been the 
means of saving our child to us. He called her 
"that woman," and he even said that Flossy 
would have been dead if he hadn't got the 
doctor just in time. Then I cried and said it 
was terrible to have to live with people who 
had no spirituality, and he lost his temper en- 
tirely and told me he wished I would go to the 
— ^well. Miss Lothrop, I can't repeat it. It 
was too awful to personify error in that way. 
Now, if I wasn't precipitated, who could be? * 

" I told her that her husband had probably 
been irritated beyond all bounds, and that she 
ought to forgive him. She acknowledged that 
he had apologized the next day, but that she 
could not compromise with error. 

" * Mrs. Wells,' I continued, * how will you 
feel when you find that you have been so 
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wrapped up in saving your own ego you have 
driven a good man to moral ruin ? ' 

" She opened those great blue eyes of hers 
very wide, and fairly gasped, ' What do you 
mean ? ' 

" I explained to her that her husband is 
still young, and a fine-looking man of a popular 
type, with an affectionate nature, a man who is 
not intended to live without the sympathy and 
companionship of a woman. 'If you drive 
him from you,' I said, ' you will certainly send 
him straight to the friendship of another 
woman/ 

" You see, Peggy, Miss Tomes had told me 
that she saw him with a very pretty girl at a 
roof-garden just before she came up here. 
They sat right in front of Miss Tomes, so she 
remembered him the minute she saw him on 
our piazza. The girl was very quietly and 
tastefully dressed, and I'm pretty sure she is 
his sister-in-law's sister, and he was only show- 
ing her a little courtesy, but it gave me an idea, 

" * What, my Worthington ! ' gasped Mrs. 
Wells, and I knew I had touched the right 
chord. 
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"'Yes/ I repeated. 'Your Worthington 
may not be yours much longer. It isn't too 
late yet, for he adores his children.' 

" ' Do we pass a telegraph office on the way 
home ? ' she inquired in great agitation. 

*' ' Yes/ I answered, instantly resolving to 
go four miles around by White Falls, the near- 
est Western Union office. She was greatly ex- 
cited, and was all over her irritation toward 
me. She talked constantly about her husband, 
how they first became acquainted, what a lovely 
wedding they had, and what a pleasure it had 
been to fit up their home. When we at last 
reached the telegraph office, she went in, filled 
out a blank, and brought it out for me to read. 
It said, 'Darling, so glad you are coming. 
Will meet you. Fluffy.' 

" ' It's a silly-sounding name to an outsider,' 
she said, blushing, ' but he used to call me that 
on account of my hair, you know. He won't 
be expecting to hear, poor fellow,' she went on, 
re-entering the buggy and drying her eyes. 
' Oh, I do love him dearly, but I've been try- 
ing to live up in the clouds.'' 
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"I told her I believed that we can rise 
spiritually every day, working out more and 
more of the divine pattern in our lives, but 
that it is very certain that we have not yet been 
furnished with our resurrection bodies. * If 
the Lord knoweth our frame and remembereth 
that we are dust,' I reminded her, ' it is just 
as well not to forget that for the time being 
we are adapted to existence in a physical 
universe, which is not to be denied nor 
ignored/ 

" ' Well, Miss Lothrop,' she whispered as we 
came in sight of the house, ' I haven't been so 
happy in years, and I thank you more than I 
can tell you.' " 

It was a sight that rejoiced our hearts the 
next afternoon, when the surrey carried Mrs. 
Wells and the two children down to the sta- 
tion. She looked like a different woman, just 
a loving, happy, expectant wife, and as for the 
children, Jacky had turned somersaults from 
the piazza to the gate, and Flossy had been 
piping shrilly all the morning to a marvellous , 
tune of her own, " My papa is coming; he's 
coming to-day ! " 
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" Now, children," admonished Mrs. Wells as 
they drove away, " please remember that you 
had your father all the time he was here last. 
Now I want him part of the day/' 

"He's only your relation by marriage!'' 
shouted Jacky. 

" He belongs to us ! " chanted Flossy. 

" He's mine ! " retorted the mother, laughing. 

They all came back together an hour later, 
and Mr. Wells seemed like a boarding-school 
boy home for vacation. He was loaded with 
fruit and flowers, candy and toys. He ran up- 
stairs two steps at a time, carried Flossy 
arotmd on his back, and showed Jacky how to 
run the new electric engine he had brought 
him. When Mrs. Wells appeared at supper 
she wore a handsome new sapphire bracelet. 

"It's just a big new wedding-ring!" ex- 
claimed Mr, Wells, giving her an enthusiastic 
kiss before us all. 

" Worthington Wells ! " she cried with a lov- 
ing, blushing glance, and a very different smile 
from the old one. 

When he left on Monday, his wife accom- 
panied him to select an apartment for the 
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coming winter. It was also arranged that he 
was to return to us the following week for his 
fortnight's vacation. 

It was the middle of September. The Wells 
family had departed, the children sturdy, rosy, 
and stout, Mr. and Mrs. Wells beaming with 
happiness, and Louise reflecting the atmos- 
phere of peace and good-will. 

"I just hate to leave this dear old Owls' 
Nest! " Mrs. Wells had said, as she enveloped 
Cousin Ginevra in a generous embrace and at- 
tempted to implant a kiss that missed its des- 
tination owing to the circumference of her hat. 
The " hired man " had walked on ahead to the 
village to bring back the surrey, and Mr. Wells 
and the rest of the family were waiting well 
out of hearing. 

" Remember," said Cousin Ginevra, " and 
don't talk Christian Science to your husband, 
but love him all you can, and go on forgetting 
yourself every day." 

" It is you who have given our home back 
to us," said Mrs. Wells fervently, her eyes 
filling with tears. 
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"No, it was Divine Love," returned my 
cousin gently, "I only carried the mes- 
sage/' 

" * Ye ministers of His that do His pleas- 
ure,' " I quoted under my breath, as I turned to 
accompany Mrs. Wells down the path. 

When the sound of wheels had died away 
amid a general flutter of the Wells' handker- 
chiefs and our white aprons, we two dropped 
down on the front steps, and sat silently hand 
in hand a while. 

"Well, the summer is over," said Cousin 
Ginevra. " Dear father ! " 

There were tears in her eyes, for to her the 
past summer had brought one of those changes 
in life that alter the whole face of the earth 
forevermore. 

We spent the remainder of the day in putting 
things to rights, and in getting ready for the 
fall housecleaning. 

" I'm sorry that I can't see you through ! " 
said I, picking up Mr. Wells' voluminous New 
York daily for the last time. He had upset the 
house during his vacation more than all the 
other people put together, but we did not mind. 
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for we all loved him. He was like a wholesome 
northwest wind. 

"You'll close the house this winter, won't 
you?" I pleaded, dreading the long, lonely 
winter for her with only Chryssy. 

"I can't decide quite yet, Peggy. I want a 
good rest, time to read and think in front of 
the fire. I guess I'm getting old." 

" Nonsense ! " I replied, for her figure was 
as slight and graceful as a girl's and her face 
, was lovely with something far more beautiful 
than eighteen summers ever bestowed. 

" We shall see ! " she murmured. 

I knew, although I said nothing to her, that 
the Honolulu letter had not come for two 
weeks, and I shared the anxiety that made 
her listen for the rattle of the empty milk- 
cans on the buckboard, when Hiram returned 
in the evening from his regular trip to the 
creamery, the store, and the post-office. I, my- 
self, had mailed Cousin Ginevra's letter a few 
days after Uncle 'Lijah's death. The answer 
was quite over due, to say nothing of the 
weekly letters that should have followed it. 

We little dreamed that the coveted epistle 
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was lying in the depths of Farmer Barlow's 
Sunday coat-pocket in the spare-room closet 
of the Barlow homestead. His farm lay next 
beyond the Owls' Nest, and he sometimes 
brought up our mail if he happened to go down 
to the village during the day and found some- 
thing that had come in the morning. On this 
occasion he had been pall-bearer at Deacon 
Russell's funeral over at Wolcott, had en- 
joyed a good visit at the store on his way home, 
with elaborate speculations as to the contents 
of the Russell will, and whether the testator 
had forgiven his daughter for marrying a 
Swedish florist in White Falls. It rained on 
two successive Sundays, so the best black coat 
still hung peacefully on its accustomed hook, 
while two women waited and wondered. 

When my last evening came we sat in my 
cousin's room having a final visit. I was going 
to say "talk," but the talk was interspersed 
with the soft strains of the guitar, a com- 
panionable silence that is so much sweeter and 
more restful than any words. We had locked 
up early downstairs, for Chryssy had gone to 
spend the night with her sister in the village. 
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and we had made a fire on the hearth and left 
the lamp unlighted. 

The conversation had turned upon love, and 
Cousin Ginevra said, gently thrumming on the 
responsive strings, " Peggy, I rather like that 
bit of theosophy that declares that every soul 
has its twin, that they were created for each 
other in the beginning and are sure some time 
to find each other and form a complete, perfect 
whole. They may meet on this earth and walk 
through life hand in hand, or they may meet, 
recognize one another in the perfect response 
of each to each, and yet for perhaps a high 
and holy reason, a moral or a physical con- 
sideration, or maybe a bitter misunderstanding, 
or the interference of others, have to go their 
separate ways carrying their cross of loneliness 
and longing to the end. Often it is death that 
seems to break the fellowship, but that is not 
nearly so hard to bear as when the living hand 
grows cold, and the living eyes lose their kind 
and understanding light. I have known many 
men and women, Peggy, and I am sure that 
next to the sin of the world its most terrible 
burden is loneliness. And the married people 



ii8 The Owls' Nest 

who were never mated are more lonely than 
any others, for they have the semblance, the 
mockery of the real. So I like to think of this 
old belief that comes down to us through the 
long, dim centuries, that some time, if not 
here, in the ages to come, each shall come to 
its own." 

Her voice ceased, but the tender music went 
on like the song of a meadow brook. Then 
she spoke again, a bit hesitant, and with the 
glimmer of a smile. 

" I want to sing for you, dear, a few words 
in which I have tried both in the verses and 
in the music to express this primal human cry 
for completion, for the rest of a perfect love." 

I can copy the words on my page, but I can 
not transfer the quiet, the fireglow in the dusk, 
the exquisite face and voice, and the quaint 
melody that haunted me for days after with the 
pathetic sense of soul hunger. 

** A tent upon the desert sand, 
A boat upon the sea, 
A cottage on a foreign strand, 
It matters not to me; 
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If I may look into thine eyes 

And lean upon thy heart, 
Content am I 'neath any skies. 

For home is where thou art. 

** Without thee, desolate and lone, 

Lost in the dark and cold, 
Altho' I sit upon a throne 

Ablaze with gems and gold; 
With thee, the fireless hearth grows warm, 

A bird sings in my heart, 
And blithely roars the winter storm, 

For home is where thou art. 



« 



They tell us of a fairer clime, 

Beyond the crystal spheres. 
Where we forget the hurts of time, 

In bright, eternal years; 
But if I cannot look on thee. 

Nor fold thee to my heart, 
E'en heaven is not home to me — 

For home is where thou art.** 



I sat down on the hearthrug, and leaned my 
head against her knee, and we were silent until 
after many minutes she spoke. " But, Peggy, 
dear, there is something infinitely sweet at the 
heart of the loneliness lesson, and something 
we could not learn in any other way. It is 
the Divine Love that manifests itself to those 
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who turn to it. A dear woman- friend of mine 
used to say, * It is only God who can satisfy the 
heart of a woman/ The Christ comes to abide 
if we will open the door. This, too, I have 
tried to express just for my own comfort." 

She took up the guitar again, and sang with 
a new note of joy mingled with humble adora- 
tion, 

''How may I praise Thee, living Lord, 
For this great mystery, 
That Thou, by seraphim adored, 
Should'st come and sup with me ? 

"Yet Thou, O loving One, art here 
Within my lowly room, 
And where Thou art is neither fear. 
Nor loneliness, nor gloom. 

" The glow of Thy divinity 
Illumes my humble board. 
The voice of Thy humanity 
Is in Thine every word. 

"The bread of sorrow shared by Thee 
Becomes a feast divine. 
The cup from Marah suddenly 
Is sweet with sacred wme. 



u 
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I cease to long for some bright place 

Far, far beyond the skies; 
To know Thy love, to see Thy face 

Makes earth a Paradise.'* 



"We never need be desolate," she added 
after an eloquent pause. 

" No, thank God, we need not," I answered, 
" but after all and all, we are human." 

I arose as I spoke, and standing beside her 
drew her dear head against my side. " You 
make me think to-night of that white St. Agnes 
in her snow-roofed, moonbright convent on the 
mountain, that we all know was no place for 
any human being to live in. And as for your 
staying here all winter on the heights of saint- 
hood, I cannot hear to it. Now this is my very 
last evening with you at present, and I want 
you to promise me faithfully that you will 
not spend the winter here by yourself. The 
Wells have invited you for a visit, and you 
can come to me for the holidays, and there is 
your old school friend, Laura Weber, who has 
longed to get you to Boston all these years. 
But whatever you do, please promise me that 
you will not live here alone.^ 



» 
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I bent and kissed the top of her head. 

" I promise," she assented, after a thought- 
ful pause, and I saw tears on her face. The 
next moment to my great surprise she had cov- 
ered her face with her hands and was crying 
like a child. " Peggy/^ she sobbed, '' it didn't 
come ! " 

I knew she meant her letter. " Oh, but it 
surely will ! " I declared as confidently as if I 
had had a vision of Farmer Barlow's Sunday 
coat. A distant noise of wheels reached our 



ears. 



Hiram is getting back early," mused my 
cousin, " he usually likes to hang around, and 
visit with his cronies." 

*' But this isn't Hiram," I cried, " for there 
is no sound of cans." 

There were voices at the front gate. We 
drew aside the curtains and looked out into 
the moonlight. The only hack in the village 
was turning away from our gate, and the latch 
clicked behind a tall, broad-shouldered stranger 
who was striding up the path, suit-case in hand, 
as if to overtake his leaping thoughts. 
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"It's Harold Windsor!" cried Cousin 
Ginevra, and in a second she was gone. 

Before the jingle of the door-bell ceased, 
I heard the bolts and chain give way to her 
eager fingers. There was a smothered cry. 
Then I shut the bedroom door and sang and 
soared and exulted, although I made no soutid. 
And as for the house it was as silent as the 
moonlit night outside, as silent but as full of 
glory and peace. 
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